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When love is expressed, the same sentiment is reawakened in the
heart of those one who loves, and thus mutual affection is cemented.
But even more so when a king, great and powerful, demonstrates
his deep and intense love for an ordinary man who is despised and
considered the lowest among men: an unhappy creature, abandoned
on a heap of manure.
And yet the king himself descends from his seat, accompanied by
his retinue, and goes up to him and lifts him from the heap of manure, and does him honor, and leads him to his royal palace, in the
most interior room, a place where no servant and no prince ever enter.
And here he makes him the truest and most intimate companion,
kissing him, embracing him and binding himself to him spiritually
with all of himself.
And then it will be born spontaneously and then it will double and
double again, in the heart of this common and tiny individual, the
love for the king; and it will be a true affection of the spirit, coming
from the soul and felt deep in the heart with infinite sincerity.
Even if this man’s heart had been similar to stone, it would certainly be softened and melted, and his soul would have been swallowed up like water, thus dying of love for the king.
Rabbi Shneur Zalman

“If you were to find yourself at the feet of your guru and of your
beloved divinity together, to whom would you bow first?”
“I will first offer my tributes to my guru, because he was the one
who brought me before God.”
Kabīr
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Introduction
It’s a long time since I pondered to write a testimony of the man
who I had the honor to know, but whenever I was about to undertake this work, a thousand doubts and feelings of inadequacy discourage me. Years later, however, the value of what I have experienced and learned has not lost value, but rather it is revealed and
reveals still now increasingly valuable, and it is for this reason that
I have decided not to hesitate to make at least one attempt even at
the cost that it may not be up to the protagonist. The idea that his
memory could slowly fade away would frighten me much more
than a badly written book. So, here I am.
At the age of twenty I came into contact with a man who was
decidedly out of the ordinary: his name was Antonio, and I had the
fortune to be close to him the last years of his life. I would never
have imagined that such a being could exist among us, so many
people cannot be blamed if they find it hard to believe in his story.
In this book I propose again the arduous task of bringing out some
traces of his life and his teaching.
All I am about to narrate corresponds to facts that really happened and to real people, nevertheless it is not my intention to try to
convince the reader of this truth.
I am sure that those who feel in tune with this story will not
need supporting scientific evidence, while those who feel reluctance and skepticism would not change their minds even when faced
with thousands of documents. For these reasons, and also out of
respect for the profound reserve that characterized Antonio’s life, I
will avoid providing some details that I consider superfluous for
the purpose of the basic message. I will therefore not mention specific names, dates or places; in addition, at my discretion, I will
use invented names to avoid the risk of giving rise to troublesome
investigations into the lives of people who have not chosen to
share their intimate experiences.

3

4

The first meeting
Like most people, I always thought that the strength of spiritual
teachers, as well as the reliability and depth of their teachings,
must necessarily be proportionate to their fame and notoriety. Initially this type of belief was enough for me and it led me to investigate the most important religious philosophies to analyze deeply
the answers they offered to the most pressing existential questions.Then, with the passing of time, I gradually lost faith in
dogmatic and institutionalized systems, Catholicism in the first
place. To be honest I even lost confidence in any spiritual philosophy, not having met anyone who could represent a concrete example of life but only discrete preachers.
So I turned to the world of the occult and spiritualism, attracted
by the chance to get in touch with beings outside of our sphere of
existence and ask them about the mysteries of life. Some experiences in this sense impressed me a lot, others left me completely incredulous and indifferent. Certainly the assiduous frequentation of
certain places left a deep imprint inside of me, accustoming me to
consider both blind fanaticism and skepticism as dangerous and
misleading in knowledge.
In any case, approaching research through mediumistic contacts, although I found them undoubtedly fascinating and exciting,
left me finally still unsatisfied. In fact, I couldn’t accept the idea
that even the veterans of the world of channeling could be shorttempered, mean and inconsistent, not less than other people unaware of that kind of resonant experiences. How could, some selfproclaimed psychics, master (apparently) such sofisticated knowledge and yet not to be masters of themselves? Some events I witnessed, with very little angelic taste, convinced me to return again
to the peregrination.
So I turned over to the current science and I also followed the
academic path, hoping to find in it at least the answers to the existential questions that tormented me. Psychology, sociology and
anthropology became my daily nourishment for years, leading me
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towards an increasingly intolerant atheism, disappointed by any
other form of knowledge.
The theory of the unconscious and cognitive dynamics worried
me and they fascinated at the same time, radically revolutionizing
my utopian vision of the human being, which was beginning to
appear to me more like a machine enslaved by its complex structure, rather than to a living being in a free and conscious evolution.
My mind became so greedy for new paradigms and new certainties. This time I had evoked science as my ally, the most high
form of knowledge for the contemporary human being. But not
even among the scientists - shamans of our time - I found a serious
representative of a form of wisdom capable of raising the human
being beyond his so poor level of current consciousness. My innate
predisposition to always keep an eye open without letting myself
be influenced too much by words, soon led me to strong disappointments in seeing how even the most distinguished professors
were no less prey to the lower instincts and more common psychological mechanisms, in spite of the flashy theories they mastered
so well when they were sitting at the desk.
Although disillusioned, however, I continued tirelessly to deepen my studies and my research inside and outside the academic
environment. Paradoxically, even if, all in all, the external living
conditions satisfied admirably my physical, emotional and intellectual needs, I felt teared by this unmotivated inner dissatisfaction. A
mysterious and deep core within me kept making his presence felt.
At the exact moment when I completely lost every glimmer of
hope in being able to find a road that could get me out of the dark
alley where I was, a road able to drag me out of the existential banality that surrounded me, in which I felt impregnated with all my
cells, unexpectedly I met Antonio. But let’s take a small step backwards.
When I was about twenty, when I lived in Cuneo, the arrival of
a new Chinese martial art in the city attracted me so much that I
decided to practice it even before having witnessed it at the public
demonstration. It was one of those moments in my life of which it
is still alive and strong the memory of an inexplicable as powerful
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inner push, so that in a lapidary way it suggested to me - in some
ways forced me - to throw myself blindly towards a certain experience. This sudden decision surprised me too, because I had already been practicing for several years in the past two other martial arts and I had finally abandoned them, considering exhausted
my experience towards those kind of practices.
The instructor, Lorenzo, was a very special young man, strong
in character as well as physically. Immediately he attracted my curiosity. A man of few words, emotionally shy, he always proved to
be frank and sincere, to the point of often becoming unbearably
grumpy to the lovers of happy social living. One evening at the
end of a lesson, I saw him standing aside reading a book about civilization of the Maya. By coincidence at that time, I was myself
interested in that ancient civilization in view of a university exam,
and so I did not lose the opportunity to entertain myself with him
talking about that exciting topic.
Convinced that I had aroused his interest, that evening I decided
to play my trump card right away and I revealed to him with withheld pleasure that I was a student of Psychology. Generally, this
kind of declaration was enough to attract a sense of admiration and
a thin awe in the interlocutors, just like the idea of being in front of
a telepath. Lorenzo did not show instead the slightest nod of wonder, I came up with the brilliant idea of increasing the dose by
showing off a sensational theory about the functioning of the psyche. At that point I thought I had finally captured all his esteem,
and when he opened his mouth I was ready to immerse myself in
the priceless soddisfation to answer his questions as a novice, but
the words he uttered differd from my expectations as much as the
inadvertently turning on the cold water tap in the shower in winter.
“My Master says that the Psychology is still light years away
from the real understanding of human nature, and it is often dangerous more than anything else.”
My body remained there, motionless, with an icy expression.
But my whole being was falling down into a narrow well, cold and
dark; as if a trapdoor had suddenly opened under my feet. Then I
invoked all my available energy reserves inside me, not to show
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humiliating signs of abating, and with a voice that was probably
shrill and artificial I tried bravely to put forward my point of view.
“It seems a little exaggerated...”
“Whatever it is, I’m not interested in it at all.”
Thus our dialogue was closed, with no other frills.
That night I didn’t sleep a wink, continuing to turn over in bed
with wounded pride that showed no sign of healing. How he dares
to dismiss that way my so beloved and dear studies? Who did he
think he was? After all, he was just my teacher of martial arts:
could he perhaps boast an academic degree to raise him to the judge of the greatest human behavior scientists? Of course not. His,
was probably just envy. But alongside these aching reflections it
continued to persist an irrepressible curiosity: who was his “Master”?
In the following days this curiosity grew to the point of becoming almost an obsession, like an irrepressible masochistic push to
confront my enemy to test the foundations of his opinions. At the
very least, this was the motivation I was giving to myself to justify
the strange and pressing curiosity I felt, given that today, after many years, I can clearly recognize that I had really been tickled in
my fundamental anxiety and in my badly concealed hope of understanding its origins.
I absolutely had to discover the identity of the person who was
reputed a Master by my teacher. This only appellative, pronounced
from his mouth, evoked in my imagination a being three meters
tall with steel muscles and a face scarred from countless fights to
the death. Anyway I was ready to the meeting, trusting that I could
always use my most effective defensive weapon in extreme cases:
induce pity.
At the end of the next lesson, I approached Lorenzo in a rather
clumsy way, trying to ask the much-awaited question, without giving him the satisfaction of knowing how much I had been really
upset by his attitude at our last meeting.
“Lorenzo, I was wondering if it was possible to know your Master...”
He looked at me surprised as if he had for a moment, almost by
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mistake, heard a two-year-old boy sing a short song of opera in
German.
“Um... no, I would say no. He is of a level not within your
reach. I have accompanied a person much smarter than you to
meet him some time ago, and he finally ran like hell.”
Inexplicably, those words increased my desire even more, but it
was certainly not easy to contradict him or insist on it, at least not
for me. I could express my disappointment only by remaining still
and silent in front of him, as if I was petrified. I think it was a simple, instinctive (and desperate) reaction to take time, but unexpectedly I managed to produce a very slight rethinking effect in my
interlocutor, who hastily began to rummage inside his backpack to
pull out a series of books; then he took one of them in one hand
and handed it to me.
“Here, maybe read this book, it can clear the idea a little.” It
was La Quarta Via by Piotr Demianovich Ouspensky, in which the
author collects a series of questions and answers about the teaching received by his teacher Georges Ivanovic Gurdjieff.
I felt invigorated, as if I had neutralized him to the mat. The
mere fact of having being able not to accept his first sentence,
avoiding to escape with the tail between my legs, made me feel
full of satisfaction. I took the book thanking him and left quickly
from the gym, to avoid a possible rethinking.
That book became the undisputed protagonist of my days, occupying all my free time. I found myself in every question that was
presented and I even felt resonate a profound truth in the answers
that were given, although I found them often difficult to be fully
understood. The language was technical enough to capture the
consensus of my scientific mentality, perhaps precisely because
the author himself was a mathematician. Finally I could compare
myself with a concrete and direct approach to the fundamental
questions of existence, without ethereal digressions or technicalities devoid of vital substance. At the same time, however, I felt as
menacing these new points of view on human psychological mechanics, because they went to undermine the heart of the academic
studies I was doing, paradoxically revealing an existential condi9

tion even more miserable and dramatic. Yet a new and intriguing
message emerged for me: transcending this condition is possible,
not easy but possible. One thing was therefore certain: if Lorenzo’s
Master could somehow help me deepening such a teaching, it
would certainly have been worth risking my certainties and facing
my fears.
Within a week I read the whole book and at the next meeting I
could proudly return it to my teacher who, of course, took it back
without betraying any sign of emotion and without posing the ritual questions that everyone would have expected, that is, impressions the book had stirred me up. But I was already getting used to
its apparent alexithymia, so I pretended to receive the question.
“I found it very interesting and I would like to learn more about
these topics. If your teacher knows them, I think it would be useful
for me if I could meet him.”
“I have already told you what do I think about it...”
“But then, why did you lend me that book?”
He didn’t answer, and he disappeared with a grimace of a smile.
I didn’t insist any longer but inside myself I had already started to
prepare myself for the next attempt. By now I had decided: I had
to meet his Master, and I would find a way to convince him. Besides, if he had loaned that book to me it was because he had a weak
point and, eventually, I would have certainly identified it and I
would have passed through it.
A few days later, like a bolt from the blue, he called me.
“I talked to my teacher about you, and despite my reticence he
told me that I have no right to deny anyone an opportunity. There
will be a meeting this Saturday evening. If you want, you are invited”.
“Of course, I’ll be there! Thank you!”
Feverish for the news, I immediately began to examine with the
imagination all the possible scenarios I could meet, and the level
of emotion increased step by step with the sense of unease.
Saturday night I arrived in front of the gym with an obsessive
antipation. The meeting place was more than an hour far away
from there, so Lorenzo had kindly offered to host me in his car to
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make the journey together. In fact, behind a semblance of emotional indifference, he hid a generous heart. That evening I met for
the first time his girlfriend, Susy, and I must say that it turned out
to be immediately a precious presence due to the maternal attentions that she reserved me. Lorenzo was certainly not good at all in
the art of putting people at ease, moreover my young age and my
shyness were not helpful. During the journey by car, silence was
the underlying melody that kept me company.
When we were close to our destination, near a suburb of Turin,
Lorenzo let me out of the car in front of a half-open door opposite
the sidewalk, while he continued looking for a parking lot. I did
not even have time to get close to the door that, not far from me,
another car stopped, from which came a man with a long brown
coat, a basque wool hat and a large pair of classic glasses. He came
over straight to me with a bright smile to give me his hand:
“Very pleased, my name is Antonio. Don’t worry”, he said, anticipating my hesitancy with gentle kindness, “no need for formality.”
For that brief moment that he remained in front of me, I felt
pervaded from a very sweet heat wave. Suddenly all my mental
prefigurations collapsed, first of all the idea of a palestrated and
showy film guru. Strangely, I was not disappointed at all, on the
contrary the curiosity to know this man exponentially increased.
Perhaps a part of me was also reassured by its so anonymous and
simple appearance.
In the meantime other people arrived and Antonio invited me to
enter the open door through which the light of a large room filtered. I shortly understood that it was a room specially used for that
kind of meetings. The entrance led into a large room used as a
wardrobe for coats, bags and shoes. Since the main hall was covered with Persian carpets, there were numerous slippers available to
everyone to make it more comfortable and familiar stay during the
evenings. On the sides of the carpets were numerous folding chairs
that were readily prepared and oriented towards a small armchair
behind a desk: Antonio’s place.
I do not remember in detail the topic of that evening, but it was
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outlined in a suggestive way the right and the need to give themselves the most profound existential questions: who we are, where do
we come from and where we are going. Antonio observed the human being from a broader perspective, like a tiny grain of sand inserted into an extremely vast and unknown universe, but pulsating
with life. Many great mystics of the past seemed to be able to explore the most distant recesses of this immense space without the
aid of modern telescopes or spaceships; it is therefore evident that
they are very sophisticated methods of investigation even if not reserved for everyone. The simplicity, the clarity and the firmness of
his words were fascinating and disarming at the same time, capable of stimulating and infusing the exciting hope of being able to
see the mysteries of life beyond the veil of our human limits.
“The Man is on this planet but he doesn’t know why. He arrived here, but from where? We know by whom we were born, and
perhaps by whom our parents were born. We can go back in time
for a while, but to a certain point we lose track and we find ourselves faced with the unknown. Is there a way to really understand
who we are and where we come from? Sure. All the answers and
informations are already present within the human being, but the
way to access to this knowledge has been lost.”
Whenever a human being has an experience, this goes to place
itself in his deepest part, in what is now called unconscious.
However, it doesn’t stop only in that area, but also enters into that
vast psychic reality that Carl Gustav Jung had marginally described and that he called a collective unconscious.
Today we know in fact the concept of personal unconscious and
collective unconscious, but how do they work? What is there inside? How do we become aware of it? We don’t really know much
about it. The collective unconscious is the universal psychic container holding everything that happens, so if we really want to
know how things are, we have to find a way to access consciously
to this deposite, just as if we were the wires that connect themselves to an electrical network.
Actually the individual unconscious of every human being already takes energy from the collective unconscious but it is not ab12

solutely aware of this process, so he has no idea about how it is
made, nor how it works, whether it is possible to reverse the flow
of Current. We all know well how to take energy but we don’t
know how to transform it and we don’t know how to give it. Not
being generators, we can only passively absorb from the collective
unconscious certain energies: impulses, ideas, etc.
Antonio, however, guaranteed the existence of a way to master
this process, so to modulate the energies to draw on informations
we need. The method he presented didn’t propose to provide those
informations (if not to minimally), rather the key to access them
directly. However, he warned that the knowledge of this kind of
practices is very dangerous for the unprepared human being, as
well as he would risk serious accidents if suddenly started driving
a Ferrari after having driven a lifetime a simple bicycle. It is therefore necessary to enter immediately the perspective that only those
who learn to create a specific modus operandi through a special discipline will be able to cross certain levels of consciousness without any risk.
Our culture starts from misleading premises that tend to idealize
and erroneously emphasize the qualities of the current human
being: intact, lucid, rational, dignified, responsible, master of their
own emotions. But who has ever seen such a being? The modern
technological and scientific developments have certainly not advanced hand in hand with the evolution of consciousness, and
today we find ourselves more than ever immersed in a superb and
blind civilization that is slowly destroying itself and the planet in
which it lives. Actually the average human being is immature,
spoiled, selfish, destructive, greedy and completely at the mercy of
fluctuating emotions; if it comes in contact with certain knowledge
he could only use them to amplify his madness.
I was particularly impressed by the disarming simplicity with
which Antonio outlined the concept of intelligence, attributable in
extreme synthesis to the “ability to adapt to the surrounding environment”. Starting from this premise, the man has very little to
show about the fullness of his sophisticated mental acrobatics,
while other life forms can be considered much more intelligent as,
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for example, insects or mice. To be able to rise above his poor present condition, the human being needs first of all to become aware
of it, and then to reawaken a form of extremely more evolved intelligence, which normally lies dormant inside him.
But the concept that struck me perhaps most of all was the lapidary statementthat the human being was born to be happy; his state
of inner health is marked by the joy of living. Unhappiness, suffering, should therefore be considered for what they really are: diseases of the Spirit, and as such they can be diagnosed and then
treated.
At the end of the evening Antonio came close to me with great
tenderness to make sure that the topics discussed had found my interest and to invite me to come back in the future whenever I wanted, after which he gave a quick goodb to all and was accompanied
home.
I slept very little that night and continued to think about the
words of Antonio and to the unusual sensation that I had felt in his
presence. Difficult to describe the emotions that were stirring inside of me, like an irrepressible joy in seeing someone after a long
time and after having lost hope of ever meeting him again, though
without actually remembering anything about that person. However it was about a joy that did not seem to run out, but grew slowly
of intensity. In a liberating cry, I left behind the tensions of that
strange nostalgia that had accompanied me throughout my life, often making me feel dramatically alone. I had the clear perception
that, from that day on, a new life would begin for me, and so it
was, beyond all my expectations.
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A being out of the ordinary
From the first meeting I realized that, unlike my first idea, Antonio was not the one who had taught Lorenzo the martial arts that
he practiced in the gym, as long as one can’t obviously exclude a
subtle connection between the more subtle teachings about human
nature and the ancient disciplines of self-defense.
In the group of people who regularly attended Antonio, each
one of them referred to a specific spiritual current and deepened
both through the study and the practice: there were therefore apprentices of the hinduist yogic tradition, qabbalistic Hebrew, Druidic Celtic, Taoist Chinese, etc. I was very impressed to see all these spiritual systems brought together under one roof, and certainly
in a very different way from the usual New Age environments,
where one generally makes a watered-down and improvised mixture of many concepts borrowed a little here and a little there.
Antonio had the incredible ability to offer a basic teaching as a
common denominator for all, and at the same time to train each in
his own peculiar discipline, which he could freely chose, relying
on personal affinities and propensities. For example, Lorenzo,
among other things, was learning under Antonio’s supervision the
traditional Tai Chi Chuan, a spiritual discipline of a completely
different nature from the martial art he proposed instead in the
gym (as a job), and in a very clear and honest way he never tried to
confuse the two things.
During one of my first days of frequentation to those that were,
in fact, real satsangs1, Antonio told me that only in the future,
when he would no longer have been there, I would have fully and
deeply understood the enormous value of his transmission. So it
was.
After about four years from that first meeting, following his
death, I began a journey of experimentation, like a Japanese ronin,
through different esoteric schools and eminent spiritual figures. I
1

This Sanskrit word literally means “association with the wise men”, and is considered in Hindu
tradition a spiritual practical of great importance.
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felt the need to test what I had seen and learned during the most
intense years at his side. It was precisely these peregrinations that
made me aware of the inestimable value of Antonio’s teaching.
Even the most complete initiatory science with whom I came into
contact was finally revealed only a pale reflection of the depth and
human richness that I could breathe thanks to him. Obviously I do
not want to say that there are no other places or other beings
among us able to embody his wisdon and strength, but I can certainly testify that many “spiritual offers” are by far very fragile and
distant from the high-sounding titles with which they are painted.
In an era as chaotic and contradictory as ours, Antonio he had
the ability to restore order and give clarity to the sense of every
spiritual practice in its essence, highlighting that eternal golden
thread that joins them all through a language and a way understandable to our current mentality. By purifying the different doctrines
from all those fanciful and misleading abstractions that threaten to
make them fanciful escape routes, rather that real and concrete
tools of evolution, he had been able to re-locate them in their correct and original dimension.
For example, Yoga is not a system of physical contortions to do
in a gym, as it is taught today in the West, but it is primarily a method offered to transform a place into a happy place. When one
does his best to keep a family together (not necessarily in the parental sense of the term), this is practicing Yoga, whose Sanskrit
meaning is precisely “union”. The same concept is found in
Judaism, where the domestic hearth is the main temple. The Red
Indians spoke of a “sacred circle” when they wanted to understand
the precious bond that held together people with the same intent.
No authentic tradition could be kept alive and passed on over time
without the vehicle of a solid brotherhood. On the other hand, how
could one aspire to the union with the Absolute without first being
able to unite with people with whom we do share our lives? That’s
why when someone approached Antonio expressing the desire to
seek the contact with the divinity, he often replied: “First of all,
learn to tie your shoes.”
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When I met him, I confess that the aspects that most attracted
me were his vibrant power, his strong personality, his ability to instantly capture all the most intimate sides of people, his almost
inexhaustible knowledge of any subject and his total absence of
fears towards life. But the more time went by, the more I realized
that my admiration moved inexorably towards his dignity, his infinite patience and loveliness, with which he tirelessly gave help to
everyone who knocked on his door. I am surprised myself in touching that, despite having personally witnessed extraordinary
events, to say the least, when I pause with a hint of nostalgia to recall some memories of Antonio, they are the small gestures that
appear to me vivid in mind: a warm smile, a fleeting but penetrating look, a severe word but full of affection. Beyond all, he has
been more than a father to me and to other people who granted this
feeling. As an Indian saying states, “the body of an initiate comes
from his parents’ body, but his essence is born in the womb his
Master’s heart.”
It was right after I met him that I discovered an aspect of beauty
for me inconceivable first, like the hieratic traits of his face and the
light that emanated. Even when he was silent, everything his being
spoke, just as his every word or gesture was underlined from his
presence; an extraordinary coherence that is more unique than rare.
He never abandoned his simple and true attitude, never came out
of that wonderful rhythm that gave importance and harmony to
everything he did. Observing this way of moving in life always left
me amazed and ecstatic. How could one not admire it? How could
one not love him?
Nowadays, where it is encouraged the habit of identifying (and
often inventing or hypothesizing until proven otherwise) the limits
of others, to mock them and therefore better confront oneself with
our mediocrity, or the tendency to idealize and adore someone
with closed eyes to unload on him our own responsibilities (finishing sooner or later to put it on the stake after the inevitable disappointment), I instead claim the right to conscious admiration as
a driving force for elevation.
In the Bible, when Elijah sets out in search of God, he is faced
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with many imposing and majestic phenomena: strong winds, earthquakes and fires that seem to presage the presence of the Lord.
However, Elijah is not astonished by the power of these phenomena, and this is how his Beloved finally manifests himself through
the arrival of a light breeze. Antonio was like this breeze, he did
not need to impose or demonstrate his depth of feelings with the
help of special effects, nor he was interested in attracting others
consideration and approval. Simply, he was the intermediary of
something higher, like a sacred rope able to connect the people to
something immensely bigger, without even the need to openly declare its function.
Few rare people have undoubtedly acquired a lot of knowledge
and also a certain degree of wisdom towards the life, but it would
not do justice to Antonio to include him among these, because it
was perceivable that his gratness was not the result of an accumulation of experiences and informations, rather the consequence of a
direct contact with the Intelligence itself that presides over the Life. I could also define it as a living book. Unlike the common
books in fact, that once read are put back on the shelf and sooner
or later forgotten, a living book doesn’t allow to be forgotten it easily, and continually imposes itself in the memory to make people
understand the difference between intellectual knowledge and real,
alive knowledge.
However, if I had to choose one name to define him, I think that
there would be no better choice than the adjective “awake”. In
front of him in fact one felt himself literally asleep. Also great sages who sought a confrontation with him came out of it often confused, like being woken up for a moment by a long drowsiness,
destabilized in their certainties, whatever nature they had been
(spiritual or scientific). Seeing deep within people, Antonio had
the ability to immediately highlight the dark and destructive sides,
hidden beyond the most fortified and elaborate masks, and he
could do it through any kind of symbolic language. His style was
never intrusive or humiliating, but always elegant, clean, indescribably pungent and affectionate at the same time. His words were
like precision scalpels that immediately went to touch the sick
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spot.
It doesn’t take many years of self-observation to understand
how deluded we are to be free and alert while in reality we live in
a state of deep sleep, full of intertwined dreams one with the other.
In such a condition, one can feel distant and evanescent the words
of whom tries to wake us up, but they are clearly distinguished
from other dreams; they have a completely different sound, very
difficult to describe but undeniably unusual. It isn’t certainly a
pleasant sound because, despite it wants to lead us into a more real
and joyful interior kingdom, it tries to make us open our eyes,
dragging us away from all the illusions cultivated for years; that’s
why it often turns out to be so annoying and painful. Especially
nightmares are difficult to interrupt, in fact, contrary to what one
might think, one gets used and more attached to them than to beautiful dreams.
Although this reality may seem hard to digest, Antonio infused
concrete hopes of rising towards a freer and fuller life, and spoke
of an inner organ potentially present in every human being, though
generally atrophied, that he called conventionally Internal Witness.
It is precisely to this organ that Antonio’s teachings and stimuli
appealed, like a snake charmer that plays his flute to make it come
out and raise from the basket. The awakening of the Inner Witness
infuses new vital lymph to the person, revolutionizing the way he
sees himself and the world, stimulating it to look for new existential meanings, wider and deeper than those he learned passively,
and above all spurring towards taking full responsibility towards
life.
We could therefore define as “guide” the one who has already
experienced, more or less clearly, his Inner Witness and placed
him somehow as the fulcrum of his existence, making it this way
sincerely available to others, aware of not having yet reached the
top of the mountain but still having traveled steadily a good stretch
of road. If the real guides are so rare to represent a small percentage in the chaotic sea of all those that try to show themselves this
way for various interests, even more rare they are those who can
fully assume the title of “Master” in the highest conception of the
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term.
So what makes the difference between a guide and a Master?
The latter has not only stabilized the Inner Witness within itself
but has integrated and extended it to the point of allowing him to
transcend completely the limits of human nature, reaching a clear
conscience outside of time and space. The real Master is not only
in contact with his own Inner Witness: he is able to clearly hear
even the weak voice of that of the person standing before him,
much more clearly than the same person is able to feel, still immersed in conflicts and inner confusions. Here is that the Master
essentially performs the function of a clear mirror in which the
student can clearly see the glimpse of its essence reflected, but
mainly all that covers it and that risks to suppress it. Often it is not
a very pleasant vision, so the Master’s delicate task is to gradually
show that image in proportion to the disciple’s capacity to accept
it.
Nowadays Do-it-yourself spiritualities are in fashion, based on
assumptions like “listen to your heart, there are all the answers just
there”. This is not a wrong assumption but it’s a pity nobody practically is able to discern what are the inner instances that speak as
soon as we stop to listen, and often they come from various emotions and instincts, which have little to do with the will of a spiritual organ. Needless to turn around: we need someone who teaches
us what listening to ourselves really means.
I am personally aware that I will never be able to repay Antonio
for what he did for me, allowing me to transform in real experience what for many seekers remains frozen within enigmatic esoteric
philosophies. But his benevolence went even further, giving me an
ideal to pursue: his example.
I obviously have no ambition to be able to reveal who he really
was; the mystery of his real identity and his mission in this world
will remain so, elusive, perhaps inconceivable. The same fact that
he decided to lead a private life in the shade of every possible notoriety deserves a sacred and thoughtful respect.
When I stop myself to imagine a written testimony that Antonio
could have left about himself, I believe that his words would have
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coincided with the statement made from the Count of Cagliostro in
response to the request to reveal his true identity:
“The truth about me will never be written, because nobody
knows it.
I am of no age or place; outside of time and space, my spiritual
being lives its eternal existence and if I immerse myself in my
thoughts, redoing the course of the years, if I project my spirit towards a way of living away from the one that you perceive, I become the one I desire.
By consciously participating in the Absolute Being, I set my action according to the best that surrounds me. My name is that of
my
func
§ion and I choose it, as well as I choose my function, because I am
free; my country is the one where I momentarily stopped my steps.
I am the one who is.
I have only one father; different circumstances of my life made
me reach this great and moving truth; but the mysteries of this origin and the relationships that unite me to this unknown father, they
are and remain my secrets.
Those who will be called to become, to see just like me, they
understand and approve me. [...]
But here: I am noble and a wayfarer, I speak and your attentive
souls will recognize the old word; a voice, that is in you and who
had been silent for a long time answered the call of mine. I act and
peace is found in your hearts, the health in your bodies, the hope
and courage in your souls.
All men are my brothers, all the countries are dear to me, I am
them, I travel all countries, so that the Spirit may descend from a
road and come towards us.” 2

2

Pier Carpi, Cagliostro: The unknown Master, Edizioni Mediterranee, 1997.

21

22

Childhood, youth and education
Antonio spoke very rarely about his life story, and I believe that
there were mainly two reasons: on the one hand he didn’t have the
minimum interest to attract attention to himself for non-related
purposes to the teaching, on the other hand he was certainly aware
of the fact that deleting your own tracks is the best way to become
as immune as possible to other people’s simplistic labels and definitions.
Nevertheless, on some occasions, when the tale of anecdotes of
his life could serve as a stimulus for others, here they transpired
small details, which I will try to connect below in a temporal sequence.
Abandoned still in swaddling clothes to the wheel of the exposed of a city in Puglia, he was raised in a Catholic orphanage, where there was in force an extremely severe and harassing psychological climate. The most grim sexual morality was as oppressive as
it was unreasonable for so small children. The bathrooms, for
example, were deprived of any door, so to cancel any possible
moment of intimacy at risk of “impure act”. The daily discipline
trespassed from obstinacy devoid of compassion: if for any health
reason a child lost his appetite for a few meals, his dishes were
kept and continually re-proposed on his plate to be eaten sooner or
later. Not infrequently they were forced to eat soups with worms
or solid foods with mold.
Antonio remembered having always felt inside a natural sense
of justice. In those years he took care of children younger than
him, defending them from the oppression suffered by the priests.
Just for this reason he often suffered rather brutal punishments,
such as being locked up in a dark room for a few days without
food. One day he saw a priest dragging by force a child into a secluded room and, following them in secret, he realized that something strange was happening (despite not having yet at that time
reference parameters to fully understand the gravity of the situation). However he decided to intervene by screaming, and that
priest took a stick and started hitting him repeatedly to make him
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shut up, to the point of compromising his vision from the right eye.
The first years of his life spent therefore in an environment of
this type, affectionately aseptic and steeped in psychological and
physical violence, but he drew the strength to go on from the gratitude that he saw in the eyes of his little companions, who could
only count on him, on his friendship, on his sincere affection. On
several occasions, for gratitude, they also challenged the fate to
bring to Antonio small portions of food stolen from the canteen, so
to lighten fasts inflicted by unjust punishments.
When he was about twelve, he was taken for adoption by a
widow and poor woman, probably attracted by state subsidies assigned to those who took charge of an orphan. In any case, Antonio admitted that he had always received attention from her and
loving care. After a short time they moved to Rome, where the foster mother found a job as a maid in a wealthy family of american
ambassadors. There Antonio, still not a teenager, met an enigmatic
chef of Armenican origins: the one who became his first teacher.
For several years he followed his teachings scrupulously, helping him every evening to clean the kitchen at the end of dinner
not to waste his precious time. The training he was submited to,
was certainly not sweetened and caramelized. Antonio told us how
once he had just barely managed to put apart a few lire to buy a
small and modest watch, of which he was proud; it represented his
first and only object of value that he could have afforded after so
many sacrifices. One evening his Master spoke about attachment,
and after a theoretical explanation he asked his young apprentice if
he was ready for a practice experiment in order to understand that
concept more fully. Antonio obviously didn’t draw back, and so
the Master asked for the new watch and in the twinkling of an eye
he shattered it with the hit of a mighty hammer. Certainly it was a
shock for that young boy, but immediately he understood that the
transmission of a teaching without its practical experience has no
value.
When he became of age, the Master told him that he should
move alone as soon as possible to Turin, because there he could
have continued his training. He didn’t say anything else, but Anto24

nio didn’t have it repeated twice and with great confidence he prepared for the departure. Arriving at his destination, he immediately
started looking for work and he found a job at a textile company,
which allowed him to stabilize with more tranquility in the new city.
A few months later he received news of the death of his beloved
Master and, simultaneously, he receveid a large wicker chair where the latter used to sit when he taught. The mysterious cook had
left clear instructions on this: that chair was intended for his young
pupil. On that occasion Antonio’s mother also confided to him a
moving truth, namely the fact that his teacher, secretly, had taken
on all the school fees since he had met him until his graduation
day.
So it was that Antonio put that chair in one corner of his room
with devotional care and, through it, his Master could continue to
carry on the teaching, in a way that I’m not allowed to reveal.
Some years later, when the unusual training came to an end,
Antonio met, during a business dinner, in a completely unexpectedly way, the person who later became his new teacher: one woman of rare beauty, of Arab origins and of indefinable age. She
immediately conquered his attention and entertained talking to her
without missing an opportunity to ask to see her again. She accepted, inviting him to her home the following evening.
Dressed to perfection, fragrant and with a big bouquet of red roses in his hands, he showed up very punctual to the charming lady’s house. She opened the door, took the flowers from him and
invited him to follow her without giving the slightest sign of gratitude or surprise. She went into the living room, took a glass container, filled it with water and put the bouquet of roses inside of it,
then opened a small container full of black ink and poured it all inside. She gave no explanation, but at the end of the evening Antonio’s attention was attracted to the petals, which in the meanwhile
were beginning to take on a blackish color.
“Here, look, even the plants are alive like us: they breathe, they
drink, they eat. Everything around us is full of life that deserves
our respect, before satisfying our persornal whims.”
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Antonio understood that lesson, and at the next meeting he
sought, as a fall-back, a new gallant trick, to which no woman
could certainly have resisted: a box of excellent chocolates. At the
sound of the bell the mysterious lady opened the door and when
she saw the chocolates she immediately took them and invited him
to follow her again, this time headed for the bathroom. She opened
the toilet lid, dropped the chocolates inside and flushed the toilet.
With that gesture, incontrovertibly, she clarified what the reason
for their meetings would have been, that is, the continuation of his
teaching, without leaving space for other expectations.
The training proved to be intense and extremely demanding,
and nothing ever leaked beyond these brief and quick references.
He visited her almost every night for eight years, during which he
learned the way of mastering energies and states of consciousness
impossible to conceive or describe in words, so powerful as to lead
to madness without a meticulous and rigid preparation.
The day the mysterious lady told Antonio that the training was
concluded, she dismissed him saying that they would met no more.
So it was. Antonio preserved only one of her photos that he kept
with care, and often said that though his gratitude for his first
teacher was wide, he could not fail to recognize to the teachings
received from this enigmatic woman a refinement and incomparable depth, which transformed him radically and viscerally in all
his being.
This brief summary of Antonio’s past contains great part of the
few details gathered from his words over the years, but even on
these events some open questions remain. Most of his life is still
surrounded in mystery today. Not infrequently when he talked
about himself he seemed to confuse traces, perhaps to remain indefinable or perhaps because no one would have understood some
aspects of his life, with the risk of giving rise to trivializations or
misunderstandings. Certainly, he was an artist of teaching and as
such gave much more value to the initiatory truth rather to historical truth.
For example, one day I heard him tell an anecdote of his life to
a boy, who was going through a tormented period because of the
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difficult relationship with his mother, excessively apprehensive
and controlling. Antonio told him that when he was young and
looking for work, he was offered the opportunity to move in Brazil
for a prestigious job that was suitable for him. He was enthusiastic
about this proposal but finally he had to give up because of the
subtle threats of the adoptive mother, who even went to the point
of getting sick, such was the turmoil of leaving the child free to
make his life. At the conclusion of this brief history, Antonio concluded that he had made a grave mistake in letting himself be intimidated from the subtle but obvious emotional threats of the mother, as a parent never has the right to preclude vital experiences to
a child, rather he should encourage and support him.
Years after his death, however, I learned another version of this
story, which I consider, for many reasons, historically more plausible: when Antonio reached his eighteenth, the rich family his
mother worked for had to return home, and in that occasion he was
offered the opportunity to move to New York for a prestigious job
at the service of the same family. In fact, his mother didn’t agree at
all for the reasons already expressed, but the young Antonio
wouldn’t have abandoned his teacher and his teaching for nothing
in the world.
I therefore wondered why the same anecdote differed in some
points, knowing very well (after multiple proofs) that there was
never anything casual in the apparent inconsistencies in the stories
of Antonio. After only two months from this question I received
the answer, since I met again almost by chance and after a very
long time the boy who was told this story many years ago. With
my pleasant surprise, he told me how his life had drastically changed for the better, thanks to a job proposal he received in the following years, after Antonio’s death that led him to move for a few
years to Brazil, where he met his future wife. Obviously, he did
not fail to tell me about the tiring and hard-fought decision he had
to make leaving the maternal nest to launch into the new experience. I didn’t ask my old friend if he remembered the story of that
anecdote, but of course I’m sure it played a fundamental role in allowing him to uproot himself from his parental nest, to which he
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had always been tenaciously attacked and psychologically dependent.
In many other occasions I have seen how the Antonio’s words
took the form of imperceptible but powerful symbols, able to work
under the surface of consciousness also for a long time, before
emerging at the right time to help the person during decisive and
difficult life choices.
Our current mentality, dramatically influenced by a scientist
perspective, puts on the same level truth and objective reality, perceptible and measurable by the senses. This kind of objectivity is
however a dangerous chimera to idolize outside its specific context, because it doesn’t take into account the inner and symbolic
world of people, extremely more important and influential than the
purely logical-rational one. Not infrequently, the obstinate objective truth can also have the effect of a serious lie where it leads a
person to turn off his vital momentum.
Antonio was only interested in the fact that his words exercised
specific effects on his listeners’ inner reality, because he knew very well that external reality is continually be coming altered by the
way it is perceived; for this reason he did not set himself the limits
of an historical and demonstrable truth, but he molded and modeled it to make the most suitable work at the time. On the other
hand it is possible to find the same system even in teachings handed down from the most different spiritual currents, just think of
the mythological stories, or to the Jewish, Sufi or zen fables, etc…
where it doesn’t matter if mentioned events are or are not really
happened: it is the very identification with its protagonists to make
them real and effective in the present moment. Many novels or
films openly invented can leave indelible traces and change concretely life of those who let themselves be consciously influenced.
On several occasions Antonio told the story about a guy entering a dark room with a torch. Suddenly the beam of light falls into
a corner where a snake is illuminated. The guy runs like hell for
fear, full of adrenaline in his body. Subsequently, after having
calmed down, he decides to re-enter very carefully and in small
steps. He crosses the threshold and he manages to turn on the light
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switch to illuminate the whole room, and what does he see? A rope
rolled up in the corner. Moral: had the man seen the rope with the
torch before? No. He had seen a snake. All his emotions, his
thoughts and his organic reactions had experienced the real experience of a snake, and only later they lived a different experience and no more real than the previous one – seeing a rope.
Western culture has a very big limit in recognizing this fact, and
stubbornly tries to draw strength and security from its illusion of
objectivity, which is nothing but obstinate and limited fossilization
of the attention on a single aspect of a reality that is much more
extensive. This also spills over its approach to spirituality, where
the faithful to the figure of the historical Jesus feels more evolute
and concrete of the devotees of other deities. If it was demonstrated to a Christian that the Christ has never actually existed and that
it is only an historical invention, it would certainly fall into a profound disappointment and inner crisis; he would feel cheated,
betrayed, and most likely, he would lose his faith. For a devotee of
Krishna, for example, it may have no importance on the other hand
whether his image of God crossed or not this world in flesh and
bones: the important thing is the strength of the message, his symbolic truth, the possibility of connecting with that type of archetypal consciousness and make a direct experience of it. So which
of the two faiths could be defined as more evolved and concrete in
this case, the Christian one or the Hindu one?
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The figure of the Master
Personally I have always had a sort of attraction/repulsion towards the idea of a Master. Stimulated by a nostalgic force that I
understood only the day I met Antonio, since I was child I evoked
and dreamed of meeting a mentor with profound wisdom and
kindness. At the same time, however, I was sick of most of the
characters who advertised and sold themselves like Hollywood
stars, getting incredibly the consent of multitudes of devotees and
admirers. For this reason I can’t blame myself too much if in my
youth, after several disappointing meetings, I lost my hopes finally
taking refuge in an impatient atheism.
The figure of the teacher that superficially emerges from the
western collective imagination is rather clumsy and generally corresponds to a coarse caricature of the most famous oriental gurus,
often misunderstood and misinterpreted by our culture. On this
trail is delineated the identikit of a person with a sugary smile and
a bionic set of teeth, with white and fluttering robes, prodigal of
caresses and charitable words for everyone, juggler of abstract and
smoky concepts, who lives far from the contamination of the everyday world and with a bank account proportional to his spiritual
“gifts”.
Antonio was far from such a caricature, he didn’t show off
holiness and didn’t beg for support, he had nothing to sell and
nothing to buy; rather, his seriousness and authority gave a certain
reassurance on the fact that, however undoubtedly rare and difficult to spot, there really are Masters worthy of this appellative in
its most profound and traditional meaning. The phantom spiritual
guides who instead approached his presence in a haughty way to
decant their achievements and their own initiatory curriculum, sometimes proposing collaborations in the name of spiritual business, could only get the action of a compressor roller that promptly
crushed their hallucinatory presumption. Among these many figures, I remember the one of the creator of a large and well-known
community in the province of Turin and that of the founder of a
famous school of personal growth, present in the same city.
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I also remember vividly one evening when I had made the
commitment to accompany a gentleman coming from the city where I lived, to meet Antonio. His name was Fabrizio and he was a
particularly eccentric and rather well-known person for his unquestioned (or presumed) talent as a psychic. The legends about him,
that he himself loved to feed, saw him in constant contact with a
multitudes of invisible Masters. Those who had had the opportunity to spend one or more evenings with him, swore they had seen
him falling into a trance for hours, during which he drew arcane
seals and transcribed teachings from subtle worlds. I do not remember well how, but someone spoke to Fabrizio about the existence of Antonio, and so he asked to attend a meeting, thing that
was obviously granted to him.
All the way by car (lasting over an hour) he bombarded me with
tales of his astral travels and his meetings with supranatural entities. I listened to him carefully, supporting a strenuous plastic smile with which I tried to hide my tempestuous emotions that ran
through me: I felt literally demeaned in comparison with his “high
sensitivity”, from which I felt very far away.
When we arrived at our destination, Antonio was already about
to start talking and there was no time to introduce him to the new
guest. I made him sit next to me and, during the evening, occasionally he touched me to attract my attention and threw me a look of
proud approval, which I nervously interpreted like this: “He is
really a great Master this Antonio... now my dear you will have to
stand aside, because I have arrived, I’m his worthy heir to the
throne, and for you only crumbs will remain”. I confess, I was
now destroyed.
At the end of the meeting, while Antonio got up to come towards us, Fabrizio of his own initiative, went to meet him with an
immense smile, ready to take the blessing reserved for the elected.
But something didn’t go exactly according to his plans. Antonio
didn’t even greet him and continued walking in another direction.
After a brief and very quick piercing look, he said only these
words:
“You, if you really want me to spend my time teaching you so32

mething, you will first have to convince me that it’s worth it, starting first of all by putting your feet firmly on the ground.”
Fabrizio was dumbfounded, as if for a moment he had suffered
an impairment in the brain area normally used for understanding
language. During the journey back, the moods were reversed: he
was silent and thoughtful, I was happy and full of desire to live because all my absurd fears were, thanks to the heavens, shattered.
After that evening I never saw Fabrizio again. It was a great lesson
for me: authentic spirituality has nothing to do with eccentric displays of sovranatural gifts, be they real or sensational tales.
Reading the biographies of those rare characters that, from my
point of view, I consider among those who really are worthy to
wear the appellative of Master, it is impossible to see vainglorious
attitudes, rather a disarming simplicity, a natural state of goodness
and sincere interest in others. How couldn’t you be fascinated by
figures like Morihei Ueshiba told by John Stevens, or Tabriz
Shams praised in Rumi’s mystical poems, or Baal Shem Tov
evoked by the Hasidic stories, or again Sri Ramana Maharshi described by his disciples? How is it possible not see a profound
truth behind the words of Krishnamurti, or in the writings we received from those who followed Gurdjieff, first among all Jeanne
de Salzmann?
I am aware that someone could present his objections also to
these great men and women, and I’ve always been intrigued by
adverse opinions. I’ve stubbornly read all that I could find in relation to the criticisms that have been raised on these teachings, facilitated by the fact of having no personal interest in defending them
stubbornly, but I’ve always found impersonal or philosophical rhetorical considerations, and therefore devoid of real value from my
point of view. Through dialectical dissertations, or the fury on the
etymological meaning of a word, iy is possible to prove everything
and the opposite of everything. Nowdays it’s enough to delve into
any topic to find a multitude of informations, often clearly conflicting with each other, and this does not happens only for spiritual
themes, but also for the most rigorously scientific ones. In my opinion there is no other way out than to examine through your own
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concrete possibilities of experience and experimentation what is
learned.
Antonio’s power lay precisely in this: he didn’t ever pretend a
devotional faith in what he said, but only a pinch of trust just to allow the testing of his stimuli in daily life, to evaluate the results in
a secon moment and possibly also debate them openly.
His inner security was bewitching as well as destabilizing. During a public conference dedicated to the presentation of the I
King, an ancient Chinese oracle of Taoist tradition, a divination
was carried out to answer the impelling question of a person present in the room. The response of the draft was incredibly appropriate and Antonio managed to decrypt also the more hermetic
parts of the message, giving the concerned person many concrete
indications to solve his vital problem. But at one point an incredulous lady rose from the audience, stating that it could only be a
fortuitous event and that certainly, by placing the same question, a
different response would have emerged. Antonio, minimally troubled by the provocation, remained a few seconds in silence then
said:
“It is never good to cause and challenge oracles, which should
receive only gratitude from us for the help we can draw. However,
tonight I will allow an exception.”
He asked the person who had just received the reply to repeat
kindly his request and to carry out again the extraction of the coins
for the consultation of the I King. The tension and the attention of
all those present was palpable in the air. The two same hexagrams
extracted a little earlier emerged; in other words, the same identical answer. At that point the disbelief of the lady began visibly to
falter, but Antonio went even further and asked to her to also carry
out a draft by asking the exact same question asked previously by
the applicant. This time a different response emerged through the
hexagram number 4: Juvenile Foolishness. I report only a small
but significant extract, that doesn’t need further comments:
“Consulted a first time, I give a response. Repeating divinations several times is bothering. I don’t give response to those who
bother. Irreverence shows juvenile foolishness. Juvenile foolish34

ness can be corrected with education.”
It’s easy to imagine how stunned that lady was. An experience
of this kind would lead anyone to question at least one’s certainties
and presumption. Antonio, instead, remained unperturbed, without
showing signs of that kind of glorious satisfaction that would have
pervaded anyone other. His had not been a brave bet with fate, rather the fruit of an inner certainty that can exclusively come from
direct contact with a superior, invisible intelligence but present. I
asked myself several times what would happen if in his place there
had been another officiant, since I am inclined to think that his very presence influenced this gender of events in an inscrutable way
as an indissoluble link between the oracle and who question the
oracle.
Antonio accepted with extreme delicacy and compassion the
ignorance that confessed itself as such, while on the contrary he
was a ferocious destroyer of that pride, that praised itself in the
form of knowledge. When he smelled presumption he used his
inexhaustible science to move the fixed points and obscure the certainties of whom he faced as if he incarnated the unknown, the
mystery of life to follow. On those occasions he led the person to
recognize himself like a grain of dust infinitesimally small in front
of the immensity of the Universe.
He did not allow anyone to fulfill his personal desires using the
tools offered by his teaching, but with patience he invited to participate in a project of life extremely more great, able to transcend
the small and miserable individuality to become active protagonists in the universal evolutionary process. For this reason he drew
attention to errors and gaps, but above all, on how to remedy this,
to prevent such errors from leading to suffer later for the consequences.
He always left people free to do what they wanted, but he didn’t
pretend to approve anything, on the contrary, his honesty without
compromise was the key to investigate the causes of the deepest
illnesses. There is no more difficult and ungrateful task than this,
because people tend to evaluate and measure themselves with their
own thoughts and not with their own actions, and when they are
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called to reverse the perspective they rebel. Antonio’s method was
indeed precise and sophisticated, especially in its practical application, because it didn’t allow people to come to an hypothetical or
conceptual self-knowledge, but to touch it with their hand. There is
nothing, in such a process more misleading than one’s thoughts,
beliefs and undisputed trust in one’s judgment. That is the reason
for which it is dangerous to consider oneself reliable masters of
oneself, excluding the possibility that, one or more people you
trust from the outside, can stimulate us and advise us with foresight and frankness.
Since it is almost impossible to proceed quickly in the Way without the help of someone with a proven experience, the tradition
states that the disciple has the right to test, in all the ways, the one
he considers he would like to follow as his Master; but once he has
given his consent, he will have to accept to be continually put to
the test by the one he has chosen, that will carry every traces of
pride, arrogance and selfishness present in the disciple.
With the excuse that we often meet false gurus who hide themselves behind spiritual appearances just to take an economical advantage or of some other kind, many people resign comfortably
themselves to the belief that true Masters are only an utopia. But
isn’t it maybe proof of great obtuseness to believe, whithout making experience of it, that what doesn’t belong to one’s field of experience cannot exist?
However, it could be objected that it is difficult to recognize a
true Master between many charmers. It might not be that hard,
however, as long as you know what you are looking for and what
you expect of him. Those who do not really know what they are
looking for, or that hide their personal interests behind spiritual
goals, deceive themselves and are destined to come across continuous disappointments. A true Master is not someone who goes
around with a magic wand in his pocket ready to solve everyone’s
problems and with the desire to grant illumination with the laying
on of hands only. No, he could offer some methods, but it will be
his disciple to have to be working with courage and perseverance.
Looking for easy shortcuts is a good way to make good dreams,
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but also to continue sleeping.
The Way needs a discipline of life that requires a lot of time and
effort; furthermore the process of self-knowledge is never pleasant
or fun. The Way is not made for those who are content to take
lightly certain knowledge, or for those who are under the illusion
of being able to extrapolate only some parts for his own use and
consumption. So if someone easily and quickly promises clairvoyance, powers, magic, contact with the higher self, etc., it is necessary at least to wary. And we need to be even more wary if these results are insured in exchange for money or benefits of another
type. No true teacher will ever ask for a single penny or favors in
exchange for his help, but he will implacably demand that we do
dedicate to his teaching with all one’s own strength, one’s own
heart and one’s own mind.
The Master represents - and in fact embodies - the conscience
of his own students, that part of themselves that they are not used
to recognizing and take into consideration. That’s why sometimes
it is enough to evoke just even in the imagination the presence of
one’s own teacher (or a Master towards whom a certain affinity is
felt) so to feel approved, encouraged, reprimanded, or stimulated
towards life choices maybe irrational, but quite right.
Those who imagine that their spiritual evolution would be facilitated if they had a wise and powerful instructor in flesh and bones, are wrong. No one prevents them from turning to those Masters who have left this land since long, indeed, this is one recommended practice by many traditions. The constant and persevering
effort to tune one’s thoughts and feelings to a great being from the
past creates a subtle and profound connection. The fundamental
factor that underlies this connection, lies in the fact that the teacher
is only a means, an extremely powerful means and sacred.
Even meeting a living teacher in person one will be asked to
always remain vigilant. Respect, admiration and veneration must
serve primarily as a stimulus for one’s inner renewal, otherwise
they will not lead anywhere. The disciples who believe in their
teacher as a religious believes in God are not rare, imagining and
hoping that their faith will save them and that one day they will be
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able to access the doors of an imaginary paradise by acquired
right; but this is a childish and misleading approach. Awareness is
always the result of a very long process, which consists in changing one’s way of living to make it coherent with the life orientation that one wants to pursue. In this work the Master can only
stimulate with his example and support with his advice, but he will
never replace his own disciple.
Antonio did not offer ready-made answers to the big questions
of the existence and had no interest in offering standardized meanings. If people asked him why children are starving in Africa and
why there is so much suffering in the world, he advised not to go
too far to understand life, but to start from their own personal experiences. If we can’t understand why certain things happen to a
person we don’t know from the other part of the planet, we can
certainly come to gradually understand why life proposes certain
situations to us. One cannot reach universal truth without first realizing his personal truth.
Authentic spirituality is not interested in questions about the
existence of God, about its attributes and intentions, rather about
putting the aspirant in conditions of being able to make experience
of the answers. Antonio never put limits to the possibility of exploring the mysteries of the Universe, but he didn’t ever make them
skip the fondamental stages and didn’t distribute illusions in which
to amuse.
To all this it must also be added that a true Master will never
not spur towards a meditative isolation (at least not in ours epoch),
on the contrary he will stimulate to bond fraternally with others
people by virtue of the same aspiration for inner freedom. In fact,
the tendency of human beings is to avoid collective life aimed at
inner work, and they prefer to remain closed in their personal and
individual life, thus remaining safely inside their own ideas and
sheltered from anything that might disconfirm them. In the inner
isolation, therefore, one exposes oneself to all the most insidious
dangers and one avoids the precious contrasts that arise from the
comparison with his own kind, able to bring out more speedly and
clearly just the darkest and most insidious sides.
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Antonio used the conflicts that were created between people like the most authentic raw material to be processed alchemically.
To describe the way he could do this job would be like describe
the individual movements of an orchestra conductor at work: they
would not say anything about his art, and anyone who would try to
repeat them without embodying the right spirit, it would probably
give life to a soup of disharmonious sounds.
Some Masters followed or perhaps follow a specific teaching
style and in line with their reference tradition, but in Antonio was
impossible to identify a recognizable system. Such as he himself
said, he belonged to an ancient as indefinable lineage.
The traditional figure of a Master is commonly associated to the
last representative of a chain of Masters making reference to a specific spiritual current, which can be tracked historically in the succession of its representatives. But there are also wandering Masters, that appear in the most disparate places and epochs, that
maintain a strict confidentiality (for many reasons that would deserve a separate book) on their spiritual descent, making for this
reason difficult, if not impossible, to assign them a specific tradition. Antonio was part of this last category.
In the traditional ways the disciple abandoned everything or almost everything, and he joined the Master’s family. Between Master and disciple thus formed a bond superior to the family bond.
The Master considers his disciple much more than one carnal son,
because to the latter he can give a certain direction in life, while to
the disciple he will give the Way, the essence of the teaching.
Today there are social and cultural conditions, especially in the
West, so that this approach is no longer feasible as easily as in the
past. This is why wandering Masters assume a very precious function and they “get their hands dirty” to offer the training adapting
it to the possibilities of the moment.
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The Master-disciple bond
Thanks to Antonio, I was able to savor and peek inside that mysterious and inexpressible feeling that links a Master to his disciples. Unfortunately, our culture isn’t helpful at all, also in this direction, given that it tends to push us towards more formal and detached relationships with those we consider holders of some knowledge. So the sage is easily considered as an encyclopedia to consult and browse to get useful information, where the affective relationship of friendship that can be created is of secondary importance, if not even useless. I also had to learn not to let myself be
limited by such a reductive and sterile approach, and that’s how I
learned the general lines that for millennia have been distinguished
the sacred alliance between Master and disciple.
It is good practice for a traditional teacher not to have a large
number of students around him, otherwise he could not follow
them with the right intensity and depth. Too many people would
undermine the atmosphere of intimacy and familiarity with a resulting energy loss that would make the teaching messy and less effective the training. This number may depend on the time, on the
energy and on the personal power of the teacher.
In fact, a disciple must have access to the private life of the Master and be able to share it as much as possible, exactly as a child
can share his life with that of his father. The essence of a teaching,
as well as that of a parental education, is not transmitted with
words or concepts but through a continuous formation, where the
living example rapresents the keystone for a real and visceral
change.
In this regard, I remember that an hot August afternoon, during
the meetings in the summer holidays, Antonio began to speak of
the misterious and profound relationship between a Master and his
disciples. He had never spoken of it so directly before. Perhaps, foreshadowing the little time he had left, he felt the need to make an
attempt to describe the deeper feeling that the human being can
conceive.
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Assumed that in order to proceed quickly in your own inner development, the help of an authentic Master is needed, what are the
essential requirements he must embody? Knowledge, experience
and patience.
The first attribute is provided by the tradition from which the
Master comes, and consists of a set of notions that go back to the
previous Master and gradually to a chain of Masters who have
maintained alive and transmitted the teaching over the time. The
second attribute is represented by the intimate realization of contact with the Absolute and from the set of events that the Master
lives both personally in his private life and with his students. The
third attribute concerns instead the availability of the Master to
make himself available unconditionally to give his training.
Most of those we can consider authentic Masters have remained
and will remain hidden from the eyes of known history. The few
Masters who, for some reason, have become famous, have come
almost all to a bad end, because the consensus of the masses is not
able to understand, accept and support the expression of a so great
love, in some ways superhuman. The Masters who remain in the
shadows instead manage to carry out and complete their work more easily.
In ancient traditions the disciple had a very particular affective
and existential bond with the teacher. The closer disciples lived in
the Master’s house as his children at all the effects, and considered
their natural father of secondary value compared to him. The activity of the disciples consisted in following the indications of life of
the Master, his practice and his study, trying to assimilate the teaching first of all through the example. It could obviously happens
that the emotional bond was very close. The types of this bond
were different, the Master could be a father, a son, a groom or a
brother. There were not exclusions of particular ties. In the same
way the disciple could have the same role towards him.
What is therefore necessary to point out is that it is not possible
to transmit the essence of a teaching without having at its basis the
energy of the heart, or a truly sincere affection.
Often it happens to observe crowds of followers or disciples
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that in a devout attitude, surround with all the care and possible attention their beloved teacher. In schools of devotional derivation,
coming from the East, this is normal, while in the West it arouses
some perplexity and evokes judgments of fanaticism and psychological fragility. Yet we also find this kind of attitude at the base of
the most widespread religion in the world: Christianity. Just in the
Gospels we find the figure of Christ surrounded not only by devout
men, but even women definitely in love with him and who were
also the last to abandon him, and for this rewarded to see him risen
first.
Going deeper then, beyond the veil of a superficial common
consent, we can see as, the pure devotional act, doesn’t lead at all
to an inner weakness but, on the contrary, generates strength and
integrity first of all to those who express it. A magnificent symbolic representation of the power generated by the intimate Masterdisciple bond is found in the most famous Hindu sacred text at
world: the Bhagavad Gita. In it you can see as the protagonist, Arjuna, succeed thanks to his friendship with his guru, Krishna, to
gain inner confidence to face the most arduous challenges of life.
If on the one hand the attitude of the disciple may appear more
or less accessible, the Master’s one is instead much more difficult
to understand, even for those who live next to him. It is not always
clear that the mission of the Master is a thankless and very difficult
work to be completed without the collaboration of the disciple,
who often is attracted by the achievement of something that may
bring him ordinary benefits, rather than a real search for a contact
with the Absolute.
The practice wants that in most cases the teacher is in front of
people who have to resolve the last ties with the lower spheres of
the existence, before being able to expand their consciousness in a
really decisive and significant way. But precisely because these are
the last bonds, they are the most tenacious and difficult to face,
and for this they require an uncommon trust and alliance, so to
keep the course maintained even during the most internal and desperate dark storms. Yes, because those who think that the initiate
is the one who is blessed by the Master so to abandoned then to a
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delicious rest, is dramatically out of way. The training to which
one is subject is certainly adventurous and full of wonderful surprises, but it is also tiring and in some moments it can generate when one finds itself having to face ancient mechanisms and preconceptions - inner pressures at the limit of endurance.
This process can also take a long time and involve therefore a
considerable energy expenditure that only the mutual affection
with the Master will succeed in filling. That’s why his responsibility is very high, like that of a giant struggling with a small and fragile rosebud.
For example, between a teacher and a female disciple, or viceversa, is necessary to establish a correct emotional relationship,
otherwise they could easily arise misunderstandings to the point of
bringing them far from each other, with disastrous consequences
for spiritual development.
The Master must maintain an impeccable attitude towards the
female disciple made of sweetness and severity in the right measure, similar to the relationship that bonds the deity with its creature.
Indeed he will have to be always available for the disciple independently from her progress and errors, and will always give her
unconditional love and protection, without ever interfering with
her emotional life.
Antonio himself stated that the form of energy that is created inthis relationship is very particular and difficult to describe in detail, but that it is perhaps possible to approach with a word, even if
not entirely accurate: eroticism. In order to understand what we
mean, we can think of how it is possible to love the beauty of the
female disciple without loving the female disciple; the sage well
understands what that means, but for others it is a great mystery.
This particular type of feeling is the only one able to transmit the
teaching directly to the heart of the female disciple without going
through her mind.
In a similar way it happens for all the other cases: Masterdisciple, female Master-disciple, female Master-female disciple. It
is always the same particular form of energy that manifests itself
and that, seen from the outside, can appear incomprehensible, in
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some ways insane, because it is a type of falling in love that surpasses by far the ideas of infatuation to which we are used to. In
the latter case, in fact, a type of attraction takes over which almost
always ends up in the physical possession of the other person, rather than a tension towards a union of conscience that leads to higher freedom. Rumi’s poetic dedications to his Master, in addition
to be among the most beautiful literary works ever conceived from
human beings, represent an expression as much as ever genuine of
such love. Can infact, define himself as a fool the one that, because
of his falling in love, goes beyond the limits of social conventions
and his own human limits?
Another very delicate and difficult point to understand is the
task of the Master to help his students to have experience. Often
the disciple experiences some situations as traumatic experiences,
while they are only experiences of detachment and renunciation
that will allow him to welcome later a spiritual presence impossible to imagine before. If life of the disciple does not provide sufficient elements of experience to make him understand and experiment in depth the teaching, it is the Master who must consciously
create conflict and analysis conditions in order to express the message in a faster, more efficient and clearer way.
This type of work is not always fully understood; it can happens
that the idea that the teacher is insensitive or cruel is created
whithin the disciple, or that what he is saying or doing is not suitable in his case. But usually, with time, his every word or behavior
is revealed as loving acts of extreme precision which always lead
to safe results if they are assimilated correctly.
Once the continuous attendance of the Master made superfluous
the explanation of certain techniques and certain dynamics because, by seeing him daily at work, it was sufficient his example to
clearly imprint the teaching and avoid interpretative distortions.
For example, in the past Tai Chi Chuan (or other forms of internal
martial arts) was not taught as it happens today; the teacher gave
no explanation of the exercises but they learned observing his movements. Only later, when the disciple had already learned some
things, the teacher did teach secrets, such as breathing. The Master
45

followed his own rhythm, he got up at four in the morning and did
Tai Chi. It did not force anyone to wake up early, it was up to the
disciple decide whether or not he wanted to do like him. This still
happens today in some environments, but they are very rare. The
disciple follows the life his Master does, the rhythm he holds. Who
doesn’t have real intentions, often runs away.
The question of how to recognize and choose one’s own Master
is presented again. On this question there are several possible solutions: it all depends on what we really want to achieve.
The greatest confusion regarding the Way is experienced when
the person believes that a set of information is sufficient to define
a practice. It is not so. Something more fundamental is needed. Surely the study is necessary but alone it leads exclusively to master
the tools, not to get stable and real results. A Sanskrit university
professor will not therefore be a practicing Brahmin, but only a
person who knows how to read ancient texts without necessarily
being stimulated to put them in practice and therefore to understand their teachings. The only information it is not enough, something else must intervene: we need one training. Thus the traditional concept of discipline appears, that is the balanced union of study and experience, aimed at defining a set of norms of life.
A true discipline must provide experiential support for the transformation of the disciple. If the teacher leaves the disciple to follow his tendencies and instincts without giving him an adequate
support of knowledge and practice, one cannot speak of discipline.
In some cases tendencies can also be exploited in an evolutionary
sense, for example when stubbornness is transformed into will and
laziness in meditation, but generally it is a change which happens
in another way.
Using a Zen symbolism, it is first necessary to clean up the stable, then chase the ox that escaped so as to bring him back inside;
or search for what it is really necessary to one’s spirit without confusing it with what the mind desires. The techniques to clean the
stable have long been known and consist in abandonment from
part of the disciple of preconceived ideas based on the way he judges life and its conflicts with others, to orientate oneself exclusive46

ly on unitary and evolutionary principles.
Contemporary culture offers us no inner discipline but teaches
us to lose ourselves in the mind, to play with ideas, to get excited
watching a good movie or a nice view, crying up ourselves and the
cruel world around us. The meeting with a Master offers the opportunity to give our life an added value, namely to understand
what we want to do besides to only survive, at the mercy of ups
and downs. For this reason the life of the Master is full of concrete
examples about his absolute dedication to the Way, made of continuous and affectionate assistance towards the disciples and of severity and aid in all the circumstances in which discipline has failed.
Finally, it is necessary to ask what distinguishes a true disciple.
First of all sincerity, also because an authentic Master knows perfectly how we are made, so any attempt to show us different from
what we are would be in vain. Then you have to create with the
Master a particular relationship based on affection and trust, not a
relationship based on information; you should not use him as a library to be consulted. In this regard, Antonio often highlighted one
curious aspect: many people say they are looking for the perfect
Master, but who knows why nobody worries about becoming a
perfect disciple.
Initially the Master becomes our reference, but it is thanks to
this consensus that he can teach us to find a new reference within
ourselves. The Master does not aim to achieve the result, but to give everyone the opportunity to meet the Way and learn to follow
the path. First he will carry us in his arms, then he spur us on to
walk on our own two feet.
The only thing that is worth taking care in our life is to give
ourselves and the others the chance to evolve. The task of the Master is in fact to teach how to transmit, but transmit as servants, not
as Masters.
It is certain that no disciple will ever be able to repay the debt
of gratitude he owes to his teacher, and in this way the initiatory
chain is formed, made up of a gold thread stronger than any birth
bond. A Master always knows how to call back his disciples in one
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or more lives later to complete the work begun, who knows when
and who knows where and which will end in an equally unknown
way.
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Beyond every definition
One could not say or think that Antonio conveyed a specific type of teaching rather than another. His training style exceeded the
possibility of being classified or argued. Sometimes he built certainties in which to offer refuge, other times he destroyed them to
get us back on the road. Any concept or information did not have a
real value in themselves, but represented for him only vehicles by
which reaching the deep nature of the people and work on it; once
the goal was achieved, the vehicle could even be abandoned and
never taken back.
Only by attending Antonio I did understand why the great Masters are not inclined to write down their teachings. In fact, at best
of the hypotheses, an it would emerge an incomprehensible dissertation, dangerous and misunderstood in the worst. Like it is written
in the first chapter of Tao Te Ching:
“The Tao (the Way) about one can speak, is not the Eternal
Tao.”
I remember one day when there was a lady complaining of not
being able to create a relationship with her teenage daughter, giving of course, all the responsibility to the latter, and supporting
forcefully her reasons by bringing up the theories of the most modern behaviorscientists. Antonio rushed with irrefutable arguments
against the absurdity of these psychotherapeutic paradigms, highlighting with great clarity the harmful effects on consciousness,
first of all that of the lady present there, who preferred hiding
behind highsounding words rather than accepting his obvious inability to love the daughter. On that occasion he painted the current
psychological science as a deformed reflection of the ancients initiatory sciences, using such a convincing rhetoric that I put in
doubt the course of university studies that I had been carrying on
for about two years. How could I continue to walk the road that led
to darkness? And why didn’t Antonio warn me before? But my tribulation certainly didn’t escape to him and finally he took me aside to reassure me about my studies, highlighting the most fascinating aspects. Thing that I never expected, he encouraged me to
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conclude them in the best way, only warning me about not to take
everything like pure gold, but to always sift it through the new discernment I was gradually maturing.
There are many similar examples. On one occasion he painted
suicide as one of the most foolish acts that a human being can accomplish: the self-deprivation of the gift of life that in no way is
resolutive for inner suffering, which should instead be faced in
another way. On a later occasion there came to a meeting a girl
who confided to have a deep grudge inside against her father, who
committed suicide by hanging himself when she was still very
young. At that moment I prepared to attende once again to the exposition about how reprehensible such an act is, but none of this
happened. Antonio gently stroked her cheek, whispering to her that
a great courage is needed to take ones life, and that if her father
came to that it was because he considered that the best thing to
protect her from that sadness. The girl let herself go into a long liberating cry and from that day she succeeded to reconcile with the
figure of the father, no longer seeing him as a coward and an insensitive. Some time later I also learned that on the first occasion,
when he painted suicide as the elevator to Hell, there was a person
who, among those present, cultivated in his innermost thoughts
this kind of possibility. One could therefore stop before the obvious contradiction, or try to look further to see that behind the
“game” of such drastically conflicting opinions, two people found
new meanings and a renewed strength to live.
Although rare, I could find in some books obvious similarities
between Antonio’s life and that of other great Masters, not so
much for the way they lived, often very different because of the
different epochs and social contexts, as much as the way they
taught. To name a few, I found striking similarities in descriptions
of Sri Yukteswar accomplished by Yogananda, by Peter Deunov
described by Omraam Mikhaël Aïvanhov, by Vimalananda narrated by Svoboda, by Don Juan told by Castaneda and the enigmatic
Monsieur Chouchanì that emerges from the different testimonies
of those met him after the war. All figures accumulated by the same intensity, unpredictability, seriousness and impeccability.
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Aware of the impossibility of decrypting the immensity behind
characters of this kind, however I have always observed with magnetic attention the way in which Antonio interacted with the most
disparate people and in the most unexpected situations, asking myself every time from which inner source he was able to draw from
that vital water which he poured inexhaustibly.
He seemed able to expand or tighten at will the boundaries of
his consciousness to encompass that of the people in front of him.
That’s why his words were so focused, so stinging, so encouraging. In this way he placed himself as a translator of a whisper
present within himself, a whisper still too weak to be able to express himself and be understood; Antonio seemed “to lend” simply
his voice and his authority, so that the message could reach the
person concerned loud and clear. On several occasions he repeated:
“You are offended or amazed at the words I sometimes say to
you, because you think they are my personal opinions, but they are
not so. These are messages coming from something inside of you,
and of which I am a mere spokesman, for you are still too distracted by a thousand noises and a thousand chimeras. When you can
hear it from yourselves, you will no longer need me.”
Very often I saw people approach him to ask him for advice,
and then leave a little ‘disappointed or irritated for having received
unwanted directions. Each time it was like witnessing to the scene
described in the Gospel, where the rich young man approaches Jesus, praising his rigorous spiritual discipline, but who, at the request to sell all his belongings, runs away.3 It is not the patient
who can choose his cure, but he must be willing to accept the bitter
medicine that is prescribed him, if he really wants to heal.
Antonio’s power went far beyond the ability to read thoughts:
he was able to read hearts. He could extend his consciousness to
include not only that of individuals but also that of the group of
persons to whom he addressed. When he taught an audience, everyone was convinced that the message was right for him. Inexpli3

Gospels, Mk 10:17-30.
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cably, his words simultaneously touched the most intimate and
profound part of all listeners. He was undoubtedly the vessel of
something greater, capable of freeing his consciousness from the
constraints of individual personality according to what the situation required. He could sustain people in times of difficulty with
an unparalleled gentleness, or manifest a tremendous fury to break
down hypocrisy and falsehood; he could speak with a disarming
simplicity about complex concepts to make them clear to all, or
enter into arguments so difficult and articulated to disarm the most
learned interlocutors. Every time I thought I’d seen all of his possible facets, he immediately surprised me again.
I’m sure that the personalities he wore daily to move around the
world served as filters he adopted to keep himself as close as possible to ordinary people, and in this way he was able to blend in
between them when circumstances required it. I remember one day
when he had to attend the condominium meeting of the building
where he lived. He had recently moved there and the neighbors
began to ask themselves some questions about that strange and
continuous coming and going of people in his house. Master of the
art of invisibility, Antonio participated in that meeting playing the
part of a simple man with features of ebetism, proposing absurd
and unlikely solutions to the problems raised by the administrator,
to the point that the other tenants began to look at him from that
day with detached sufficiency rather than an intrusive curiosity.
Thanks to his total indifference to the opinions of others and to his
notoriety, his reserve remained intact.
When I read about the concept of “controlled madness” in Castaneda’s books, I immediately understood its meaning by thinking
of Antonio. Polyhedral and brilliant actor, he seemed to be totally
immersed and identified in the role he played, but then changed
the script from one moment to the next. The only common thread
that could always be clearly seen behind its multiple forms was the
tension towards the disinterested help.
A beautiful Jewish story tells of a distant kingdom, where a
prince lost his mind and began to think of himself as a turkey. He
lived under the table, completely naked, and refused the royal pla52

tes which were served to the guests in the golden pottery of the palace. He fed exclusively on the seed intended for turkeys. The
King brought in the best doctors and the most famous specialists:
all declared themselves incompetent. Even the magicians, as well
as the healers, the Thaumaturgians: their intercessions were always
vain. One day, a wise stranger came to court:
“I believe I can heal the prince”, he said humbly and shyly,
“will you let me try?”.
The King consented, now in despair, and the wise man, in general astonishment, took off his clothes and went to join the prince
under the table, gloating like a turkey. Suspicious, the prince asked
him:
“Who are you? And what are you doing here?”
“And you”, replied the sage, “Who are you and what do you do
here?”
“Don’t you see? I’m a turkey and I’m scratching!”
“But think”, said the sage, “How curious to meet you here!”
“Why curious?”
“But how, don’t you see that I’m a turkey like you?”
The two turkey-men made such friends and swore they would
never break up again. And then the wise man devoted himself to
the readadaptation of the prince with his example. To begin with,
he wore a shirt. The prince didn’t believe his eyes:
“Are you crazy? Do you forget who you are? Do you want to be
a man, really you?”
“Well”, answered the sage with a conciliatory tone, “don’t believe that a turkey dressed like a man ceases to be a turkey.”
The prince could only agree, and the next day they both dressed
normally. The sage then had some dishes brought from the royal
kitchen.
“What are you doing, wretch!”, protested the prince to the
height of horror, “Do you start eating like them, now?”
His friend assured him:
“Do not believe that by eating like men and with men, at their
table, a turkey ceases to be what it is; do not believe above all that
it is enough for a turkey to behave like a man to become human;
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you can do everything with men, in their own way, even for them,
and still remain the turkey that you are.”
And so it was that the prince, convinced, resumed his life as a
prince.
Antonio was like the sage of this story: he had the ability to fit
in with the existential meanings and beliefs of the person with
whom he interacted, and from there he set out to expand and raise
their perspectives. I have never seen him mock someone’s ideas
either mocking a vision of life, however it might seem semplicistic
or ridiculous in the eyes of others. Indeed, if he saw any of us indulge in easy irony towards people or religious groups who we
thought were childish or foolish, he scolded us severely. As he was
the first to fight against those who used spiritual concepts in bad
faith for personal gain, he was at extremely well disposed and more than respectful towards them who sincerely placed their hearts
at the service of their spiritual ideals.
In this regard, one day he told us the story of a well-known mystic who was crossing the desert, when suddenly he saw a lonely
man gathered in passionate prayer in front of the skull of a goat
stuck on a pole. In front of that scene - madly idolized in his eyes the mystic unleashed all his oratory arts to make the primitive savage understand the absurdity of identifying the Absolute with that
animal head, and then he went on satisfied on his way. A long time
after that meeting, when death finally took him, the mystic finally
found himself before God, but instead of receiving the glory that
would have been expected because of an existence spent in
righteousness, with his great surprise the Lord rebuked him harshly reminding him just that distant moment in the desert:
“I am very angry because you have taken one of my dearest
children away from me. You see, before he spoke to me through
that goat’s head, and slowly he would have come directly before
me, but from that day on, disappointed and convinced by your
words, he closed his heart and stopped looking for me.”
Antonio valued purity and simplicity of heart much more than
intellectual preparation and rational cunning. Moreover, he did not
fail to scale down the excesses of those who overestimated their
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ability to discern, by making them feel as even the most extraordinary concepts of God might ultimately turn out to be “goat heads”
in the eyes of those who have moved to deeper levels of consciousness. On the contrary, those who consciously and desperately twisted certain teachings to adapt them to their own interests, were
always faced by Antonio directly and face-to-face, without ever
being humiliated or mocked by him, especially not behind their
back. His fights were always dignified and loyal, meant to leave
the opponent the possibility to get up at any time, provided with a
renewed spirit.
In the period after his death, I went to speak with many people
who had known him (superficially) for various reasons and in the
most unexpected places. Some described him as a man of rare
kindness, others as an intractable grudge, and so on with a long series of contradictory features. It would have been impossible to reconstruct a precise identikit, if not at the cost of bringing out the
portrait of different figures very different from each other. The incontrovertible coherence was only sustained by its being vehicle in
every occasion and circumstance of a wider intelligence and far
from the common perception.
For someone he was a father, or close friend, or disturbing perturber, or silent presence, or irascible warrior, or still delicate rescuer. He could therefore assume the aspect of a teacher, but also
that of a pupil if the conditions required it. For example, since he
was not born a Jew, he could never teach the Qabbalah to the rabbis; for many cultural and religious reasons such an eventuality
would have been inadmissible. Not at all attached to the recognition of others, he did not feel at all mortified in assuming the role
of a student if the circumstance required, and from there teach inducing the other person, through continuous and targeted questions, to pursue new paths and new reflections.
If even his deepest essence remained and will always remain
indecipherable and inscrutable, on rare occasions I had the impression that for fleeting moments he tried to make it more visible to
our eyes, and the feeling was similar to that experienced in looking
directly at the sun without glasses: a dazzling and unsustainable
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light.
I still remember with intense and sacred emotion one night in
August, when Antonio suddenly took on a more solemn tone and
appearance than usual. His face became as still and intense as that
of an ancient Egyptian statue, his eyes seemed to reflect a dark red
light, far from disturbing. The atmosphere was surreal, as if suddenly all the consciences of the people had been beamed to another
plane of reality, while keeping the bodies stationary in the same
place. There are no words worthy of faithfully narrating an experience like this, but I could describe it as a sort of lucid dream conveyed by Antonio and shared by everyone present. It seemed that
time had momentarily suspended and that all attention had focused
on an unusual and powerful presence that did not allow thoughts to
wander elsewhere.
Antonio began to speak with a non-human voice, particularly
majestic and profound. I don’t have a precise memory of those
words, as if they had gone deep and then immediately vanished
from the conscious rational memory, but by comparison with some
of those present, in the following days I managed to reconstruct
and record some traces, of which I omit parts that could not be understood:
“I came because no one else wanted to come here, because this
is not a nice world. I came to these swamps with a little boat to try
and help those people who slowly drown in slime.
I have no big plans... if I save ten it will be fine; if there are five, three, two or one, I will not have come in vain. If no one is saved, I’ll have more lives to look for someone who doesn’t want to
drown.
You have no idea about how many dead float in this world, and
I am constantly and inexhaustibly looking for someone who is still
moribund.
The man is like a soap bubble, on his surface a thousand colors
and thousand images are reflected. When it bursts, it goes back to
being one with the outside. So man thinks he has nothing inside
while he has a whole world that is large and equal to the outside
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world. When he dies, he will find it is just like that.
The way to find the way is to look inside, to find out that the outside that we see is like the images reflected on the soap bubble:
they don’t really exist, it’s much more real what you have inside. If
you follow the Way, you will find out that there is no difference
between the outside and the inside.”
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Without compromises
The meticulous reserve of Antonio extended even beyond his
past history, trespassing in many aspects of what was his present
daily life. The same wife, even though she was also her pupil and
helped him in every way, was unaware of many things that concerned him. There were many people who revolved around Antonio’s life without anyone knowing who they were and what kind of
ties they had with him. As far as myself – and the other people
who frequented him more – we considered ourselves his most intimate spiritual children, we knew that beyond our meetings he also attended the Jewish, the Islamic, the Hindu, the Buddhist community, some esoteric Christian schools and maybe even other
groups he never told us about. He also volunteered weekly at a
nursing home near his home. How he found the time and especially the energy to deal with all this and much more, it remains one of
the many open mysteries that concern him. Of course, he did not
feel the need to relax or rest in the way we conceive it, but he dedicated all his free time, outside of the classic daily working hours,
to the teaching and care of his spiritual family, putting his knowledge and his being at the service of the others.
For our current mentality such a setting of life is unthinkable:
the only idea not to spend the fateful week at the sea in summer, or
not to spend even just a weekend out of town every now and then,
destabilizes our psychic integrity to the point of making us believe
that it is impossible for a human being to live happily without feeling at all deprived of anything. It is as if we were not given the
power to conceive such a possibility without relating it to a narrow
feeling of sacrifice. Yet Antonio was undoubtedly the most serene
and joyful imaginable person; simply, being fully aware of his
mission-function on this earth, he did not waste time and energy
for anything else. Every night, weekends, summer holidays, winter
holidays, even by car for small trips, lunches, dinners, phone calls,
etcetera, were for him precious and unrepeatable occasions to
share and transmit the teaching.
For example, every year during the summer period he made
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available his three weeks of vacation in August, without keeping
for himself a single day. In the years in which I was present, during these weeks they organized some trips to a cottage just outside
the city. The day began early, we met at dawn to practice the Tai
Chi Chuan broadcast by Antonio, then we all gathered around him
to listen to his teachings and to deepen from time to time different
traditional studies, but also and above all to participate in moments
of training of high intensity. It went on until the evening. All this
was interspersed with the preparation of large tables with simple
and delicious menus, thanks to which I have personally discovered
many recipes, but above all I have learned to regulate my food style, no more considering it superfluous or secondary for a serious
spiritual practice.
Even during meals Antonio continued tirelessly to teach, and
often took advantage of these opportunities to describe the energetic and therapeutic characteristics of food, describing the flavors in
all their different shades. As with other types of knowledge, he also embodied the science of nutrition. He could easily recognize the
mood of those who had cooked tasting the food, as he was able to
recognize from the mere taste of a small piece of homemade bread
the identity of the person who had kneaded it during preparation.
This mastery allowed him to give specific dietary advice for the
maintenance of an optimal psycho-physical balance. He considered the culinary art as the most sophisticated medicine that exists,
able not only to cure but above all to prevent most of the diseases
of our time.
At the end of those summer dinners it could happen that the
teaching continued even until late at night, while in some cases,
when Antonio saw the need to ease a little the tensions accumulated during the day, he also proposed the vision of certain films,
always related to themes that could allow no trivial reflections.
I can still remember very clearly today the very high tension
that one could breathe during those “holidays”, especially when
Antonio began to shed light on our shadow zones. Sometimes he
destabilized our inner center, first creating an atmosphere of intense joy and then suddenly overturning the energy polarity to let us
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experience inner states of extreme heaviness. That constant stimulus forced us to desperately look for a firm point within us – like
the search for oxygen for those who are drowning – and everytime
it was always easier to find it.
Obviously, there were also moments of celebration and cheerfulness, where you could breathe an atmosphere of intimacy and
familiarity difficult to savor even in the most affectionate domestic
hearths. Antonio also had a great sense of humor, delicate and acute, and on various occasions expressed it to help people observe
themselves with less burden. When irony is not used as a tool to
mock and belittle others, or as an antidote to dissolve moments of
necessary seriousness, then it can turn into an unparalleled ally to
lighten particularly difficult situations of life, allowing you to observe them from a more detached perspective.
Needless to emphasize how the summer holidays spent with
Antonio were the most intense that I have ever lived in my life.
When the three weeks ended, I always sensed the marked feeling
of returning to earth as an interstellar explorer who had ended a
long journey through worlds far more evolved than this. I felt full
of strength and with a completely renewed energy; everything became easier, clearer, more intense.
If my family or my friends of the time had participated as an
outside spectators even one hour of those summers, they would surely have crucified me as a crazy masochist: for what dark reason
would one sacrifice his youth vacation like that instead of going to
some faraway tourist destination? I confess that in some moments
I wondered if it might be more logical to follow my peers in their
riots, but fortunately my irrational attraction to Antonio and his
teaching was too strong for me to slip elsewhere, something that I
would certainly regret all my life.
In addition to the unusual way of spending free time, however
there’s perhaps an aspect that more than others deserves to be highlighted, given that the current culture seems to avoid it like the
plague: Antonio provided for his livelihood and that of his family
with the only income of his ordinary work, without ever taking
economic advantage (not even one euro) of his knowledge or his
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extraordinary abilities. On the contrary, one of the conditions that
he imposed on those who wanted to learn from him was the commitment to never commodify his teachings. Just as a father would
never seek financial compensation from his son for the affection
and education he received, much more a spiritual father could never conceive of receiving sums of money in exchange for training.
A true Master would never fulfill his function for personal interests. On this point Antonio did not allow compromises of any kind
and considered the sale of traditional teachings of an unprecedented gravity.
I saw Antonio refuse various economic offers that would have
upset for a few hours even the strongest person in his own principles. In the past, in a period of special need, given that he had been
unemployed due to the sudden closure of the company for which
he worked, he immediately refused the proposal to hold a small
radio space of no more than thirty minutes a day dedicated to the
dissemination of astrology, for a monthly salary equal to a more
than attractive salary. After a short time he found employment as a
computer science in a new company. One day he told that anecdote to witness the importance of trust in life:
“At the age of fifty, I was suddenly out of work. My situation
was certainly not easy, considering the age and the fact that I had
a wife and a child to support. I could have despaired, or given in
to small compromises, but I let life worry about me, and so it was,
of course.”
On another occasion, perhaps even more surreal, a magnate
passionate about esotericism proposed to him a sort of annuity of
hundreds of millions of lire per year (a considerable amount at that
time) to enable him to devote himself solely to the translation and
decryption of ancient texts. Even in this case Antonio refused at
the moment. I believe that anyone would have stalled at least for a
few minutes in his place, even if only to seek the strength to refuse
an opportunity as incredible as tempting, but he didn’t, he did not
bat an eyelid, gave no sign of amazement or gratification, he simply thanked for the offer and refused.
Not infrequently it could happen that known personalities of
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“spiritual business”, of great notoriety but of dubious integrity,
proposed him collaborations of all kinds, but his denials were always decisive and indestructible, often accompanied by severe rebukes for the commercialization of the concepts of the Way. His
impeccability was attractive.
“Decent behaviour requires that you support yourself to stand
on your own feet without having to depend financially on anyone,
so that you can devote yourself to the Way unconditionally, without double ends and without creating links.”
Only false teachers care to quantify their knowledge in order to
receive money from their students, and thus show that they have
not achieved even a minimum level of unselfish love. Every time I
found myself dealing with this blatantly absurd subject with the
numerous “spiritual advisers” in circulation, I have always received the usual inconsistent justifications. One of them clings to the
fact that people appreciate only what they pay; true, but there are
far more serious and effective forms of payment, namely the demand to put the teachings into practice in their lives. Moreover, if
a person is not able to grasp the inestimable value of a teaching
except at the cost of an economic outlay, he or she immediately
reveals an approach that is still too immature for serious training.
In all spiritual traditions there is a warning about the gravity of
transmitting knowledge in the form of commerce. In Christianity
the words of Jesus are clear: “Freely you have received, freely give.”4 In Judaism it is a sacrilege to take advantage from teachings
of the Torah, as clearly specified in the Maxims of the Fathers.5 In
Ancient Egypt it was taught from the beginning in the School of
Life: “Thus the law prescribes for those loved by the gods: in relation to material wealth, the excellent man will obtain it by himself.
God will make sure that him will be a person of quality and will
protect him, even when he sleeps.”6 So said Don Juan to Castaneda
when he offered to pay him: “First of all I do for you is free. You
don’t owe me anything. I’ve been impeccable with you, you
4
5
6

Gospel, Mt 10,8.
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The Teachings of Ptah-Hotep, X 183.
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know.”7 Fool Crow, a shaman of the Red Indian tradition, points
out that all the shamans who have been corrupted by greed, selling
their services and their knowledge, have then made a miserable
end.8 Not to mention Hindu spirituality: “Selling spiritual teachings is terrible karma. Although you may hope to evade most
other karma, you cannot escape the bad consequences of earning
money by giving spiritual advice to people.”9 Examples and citations could continue for entire pages and pages.
Like great Masters of the past, Antonio has always refused the
different opportunities to become a public figure and the tempting
occasions on which he could easily gain notoriety. He was even
invited by the RAI to participate as guest of honour in a television
broadcast dedicated to the world of mysteries and paranormal. The
editorial insisted strongly because some people had indicated him
as an enigmatic character like Gustavo Rol10, but Antonio answered by telephone with veiled irony, without even accepting a
meeting in person:
“Thank you very much but I think you have been fooled… The
most mysterious thing that has ever happened to me is that of having received this invitation of yours.”
A Master of his level adapts to the uses and customs of the
moment without showing off his diversity, rather cultivating a natural humility that allows him to be in the world while being above
it. His stature was not a medal to be displayed in order to take personal advantage of it, but was a depth of consciousness at the service of those willing to concentrate their energies on the Way, without chaotically dispersing them in vain activities.
Of course, he was well aware of how valuable was his time and
teaching, and for this reason he was also a watchful custodian,
merciless to the time-wasters and to the “spiritual tourists”. Not infrequently people say they are attracted by spirituality like bees to
pollen, but often and willingly they live like crazy flies that lean a
7
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moment on a flower, a moment later on the dung, and so on without a clear and definite intent, without actually ending anything
but temporary and unnecessary satisfactions or disappointments.
Antonio did not devote himself to hardened scholars or to those
who showed particular qualities, he did not take entrance tests to
access his teaching, but unconditionally opened the doors of the
Temple to all those who, like bees with a sincere heart and good
will, were willing to feed on its teaching to turn it into honey at the
service of the hive. In front of the flies, however, he did not allow
more than one occasion, after which he vanished elegantly.
Antonio performed a very normal job like most people, and in
this ambit too he showed a great commitment and sense of responsibility towards his colleagues. He never absented himself one day
from work, even on the rare occasions when his physical condition
would probably required (he never took advantage of the health insurance in forty years of work!) but after his eight hours of daily
work his life was radically transformed. Every moment was a precious praise to the Way.
Nevertheless, it could hardly be said that he had the appearance
of a bookworm, far from it. When he spoke of the magnificence of
nature, he was able to exalt the details to the point of transporting
those who listened to him into the real landscapes, and when he
described certain places, such as ancient cities or remote regions
who knows where, he seemed to know them as someone who lived
there for years. One day someone asked him how he could make
such detailed descriptions without ever having moved from the city where he resided:
“I just half-open my eyes and I can explore and see all this inside of me.”
I am now convinced that the great evolutionary impulses of history do not come from those who have left philosophical works to
study or who have founded new religions, but by those who have
shown by the example of their lives the concrete possibility of living in a free way their existence and beyond any imagination, because such footprint is so strong and intense as to affect invisibly
the surrounding people. Like a stone thrown into a pond creates
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concentric waves that widen on its surface, involving in their motion, at different distances and with different effects, each insect or
flower floating, so it is the effect of a teacher when he enters the
life of the world.
Before I met Antonio, when I happened to read the words of
some characters who struck me for their seriousness and depth of
view, I remember that I could never push myself beyond a certain
threshold, always running away in the usual reflection:
“What if they are not suitable teachings for our time? Who can
assure me that it would be possible to live them having to do with
the problems of today, with the difficulties of everyday life?”
I remember, for example, the books that report the public speeches of Krishnamurti, full of impeccable reflections, and yet something was missing. They were missing those small and simple
anecdotes of life struggling with the most common everyday difficulties: study, work, romantic relationships, etc. Unfortunately,
these “gaps” did not allow his words to take root completely within me. With Antonio, however, it was not possible to escape
from his teachings on the pretext of feeling them impossible or too
far from everyday life; his every word was always accompanied by
his concrete example.
Thinking and dreaming of a Master far away, perhaps on the
snowy peaks of the Himalayas, does indeed have an exotic and
vaguely melancholy taste, but all in all it is also comforting because it shelters from a direct confrontation on the seemingly most
mundane matters of existence. In fact, it is precisely this that represent for us the main and most important field of battle on which
we can work to evolve.
Love is the most powerful life force there is. It cannot be studied in the laboratory, it cannot be dissected or measured; nevertheless its effects are visible. Most people are aware of this reality,
but almost no one can really experience it, confusing it with biological passions or intense emotions. Impossible to communicate or
teach through a doctrine or technique, true love can only be experienced in person. Antonio incarnated him through every gesture,
every word, every look; his very presence represented a living and
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powerful witness.
He was father and mother together, stern and merciful, stimulating and protective. It was not possible to be close to him with that
kind of detachment so dear to the Western scientific mentality. Its
heat was overwhelming, and there were no logical barriers to sustain it; it could warm or burn, but never leave indifferent. Those
who were only interested in knowledge, or rather information, without demonstrating a real willingness to put themselves in the
game, did not resist for long. Antonio did not in fact give any value to the fact that a person could acquire a new intellectual understanding to show off like the peacock wheel, on the contrary. Very
often a certain type of knowledge can be a major obstacle rather
than an additional fuel for the ascent, and its precise objective was
to lead to a more free level of existence, towards an expansion of
consciousness.
The true teacher is not one who provides advice and guidance
without worrying about the disciple’s use of it. People would like a
guru to make them feel special as they already are, perhaps
justifying their irresponsibility, without annoying stimuli or reprimand. They would like someone who, with a certain divine authority, could bless them to continue to live exactly as they have always done, with their hypocrisy, falsehood and selfishness. But a
true initiate knows well that this is not possible; he no longer
wants to flee from his shadows, rather he wants to meet them and
face them once and for all, just to go further.
At first a disciple is no better than a fly; it passes quickly from
reading to reading, from teaching to teaching, from guru to guru,
and equally enjoys the sweets and dirt without distinguishing the
different flavors. Little by little, however, he learns to discern, and
then he increasingly understands the profound value of the nectar
that his teacher offered him, even if such nectar often has the taste
of a bitter medicine.
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Unfathomable mysteries
The knowledge of the different facets of life reveals great wisdom; instead, the knowledge of life in its essence reveals a direct
contact with the Intelligence that governs it. From this intimate
connection Antonio seemed to be able to draw on any kind of wisdom. On several occasions one could see him discussing modern
physics with experts in the field, and amaze them for his in-depth
knowledge of the subject. Likewise, it was before everyone’s eyes
the way he was able to master with confidence and acuity even the
most arcane and unknown esoteric doctrines. The sacred languages
had no secrets for him, either on a grammatical or figurative or
symbolic level. He also knew all the initiatory currents much more
deeply even than those who had studied and practiced them all
their lives: Qabbalah, Alchemy, Gnosis, Astrology, Tarot, Taoism,
Hinduism, Sufism, Shamanism, etc.
This ability to fit in with any spiritual tradition or field of study
was, as well as inexplicable for the common reason, extremely fascinating. One evening I took part in a conference presentation of
the Bahá’í doctrine, a faith of Iranian origin still little known in the
West today. The Italian director, a charismatic and highly trained
woman, had asked for hospitality in the building that we used as a
meeting place, which was gladly granted. Many people participated in that public meeting: faithful, curious, critical. The exposition
of the subject was masterfully conducted, however, towards the
end of the evening, they began to press a series of inquisitive and
irritating questions that put the speaker in difficulty. Antonio immediately intervened to his rescue in an elegant way (never putting
her in the background but involving her to every reflection), answeing all the questions in a simple and clear way, shedding light
on all the seemingly controversial points of that unknown doctrine,
leaving listeners– even the most reticent– impressed and admired
by the depth of the Bahá’í message.
At the end of the conference I was approached by the speaker,
still a little bit dazed, to ask me who Antonio really was, because
she herself had never learned so much about her tradition as that
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evening listening to him speak. I told her that no one would be
able to fully answer her question.
Somehow completely unknown, he had unlimited access within
himself to all forms of knowledge. Observing his greatness, when
he dared to reveal himself more openly, provoked a strong sense of
discomfort and fear, such as feeling in the presence of an alien
with an infinitely more evolved consciousness than ours. Antonio
was well aware of how his spiritual standing could paradoxically
also represent an obstacle, in the same way that the sight of a high
peak can demotivate the neophyte who is preparing to climb. For
this reason he sometimes emphasized– not to say “recited” – its
small limits, such as a certain clumsiness in mounting furniture, or
even in planting a nail to hang a picture. In this way he attracted
our help and made us feel happy, in our own small way, to be of
use to him, and consequently a little less distant from him.
Despite his efforts, the abyss that distanced us always remained
palpable and created two distinct sensations and only apparently
opposed: on the one hand a strong sense of inadequacy for its limits, from the other an enormous stimulus in trying to overcome
them, since it oozed from his severe and demanding training a
great confidence in the potential of the people he took care of.
Although Antonio tried to keep his extraordinary powers somewhat veiled in the eyes of those closest to him, it could still
happen to witness inexplicable and miraculous events, especially
in the face of vital needs dictated by teaching or help.
There are phantom gurus around the world who charm the masses and attract the spotlight with paranormal manifestations and
special effects (without getting into the truth of such phenomena),
on the contrary, Antonio distracted the spotlight whenever he intervened in a “not usual” way. The rare times when he allowed us
to peek behind the scenes of his apparent normality, we remained
bewildered, disoriented, sometimes even troubled, but that kind of
shock helped us not to be anesthetized by the certainties of common consent.
I saw Antonio writing in a mirror-like way (like Leonardo da
Vinci), but even more surprisingly I saw him writing two different
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concepts simultaneously using both hands. Simply flipping
through a book, sometimes even just holding it in his hand, he
could then master its content as if he had studied it thoroughly. He
was able to translate any ancient text from the original language to
a form semantically closer to our kind of mindset, so as to restore
to the present and in a way as comprehensible as possible the power of the ancient teachings contained therein. This ability was not
limited only to the sacred languages still known, such as Sanskrit
and Hebrew, but also to ancient languages more enigmatic and in
some ways still unknown, such as Chinese and ancient Egyptian.
There were then frequent strange meetings with people who appeared suddenly from nowhere and approached him recognizing
him with unusual names. They would spend a few minutes talking
privately, and then they would disappear, never to be seen again,
and obviously without Antonio saying anything about it. This kind
of meetings could take place during a walk in a park or inside a
bookstore, in short, in the most disparate places.
I still remember with a big question mark when, after Antonio’s
death, his wife accidentally found a small piece of paper in his jacket with a telephone number on it. That note was given to her by a
mysterious character while she was at the playground with her son.
He limited himself to saying:
“Good morning madam, I would ask you to give this number to
your husband and tell him to call me. Thank you.”
So she did as soon as she saw Antonio on his return from work,
as always without further investigation. He took the note and then
the phone, dialed the number and then began to hold a conversation in a low voice for several minutes. When his wife decided, after his death, to try to investigate that phone number, moved by the
curiosity to reveal at least a small piece of the mysterious life of
her husband-Master, found that it was non-existent and never been
active.
There are also moving and touching stories, such as that of a
young mother who wanted to meet Antonio desperately to ask him
for help. Her son, a few years old, was suffering from a severe and
incurable physical malformation, and was also deprived of hearing
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and sight from birth. There was no way to get through to him, nor
were the years of life that he could bear in that sad condition foreseeable. The mother, with tears in her eyes, told Antonio that the
only thing she wanted with all her strength was to make her son
feel, at least for once, the love she felt for him. After a moment the
child gave a faint sound and for the first time made a shy but prolonged smile. “Now he is hearing”, whispered Antonio to his mother with an unparalleled sweetness. Needless to describe the emotional tears of all present.
On another occasion he was asked for help for a girl of very
fragile psychological integrity, who seemed to have fallen into a
state of madness without return. No psychiatrist was able to help
her anymore, not even through the use of psychopharmaceuticals.
Antonio summoned the girl, who appeared in a completely hallucinated state with the look lost in the void and without any ability
to contact people. He isolated himself with her alone in a room. No
voice, no sound, nothing, only incomprehensible and short
whispers. After about ten endless minutes the door opened and the
girl came out first with the face a little worn out but she was completely back to her senses. The astonishment of those present was
great but no one dared to ask anything.
Antonio’s therapeutic powers were known to those who knew
him well, and he never failed to put them at the service of those
who entered his life, his great family. Some people who had been
frequenting him for some time confided in me that they had approached and entrusted to his teachings just after being cured of
diseases considered hopeless by contemporary medical science.
Unfortunately, this is a particularly sensitive and dangerous subject, and that is why I shall refrain from going into detail, and also
because his treatment methods were often different and could vary
as much as for the same problem. His care was directed directly to
the deeper cause of the disease, whose physical and organic manifestation was for him only the last threshold of an inner malaise
impossible to diagnose with any machinery. To put it in his own
words:
“The origin of the disease is always in more subtle bodies than
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the physical one, in the latter it finds only one manifestation. The
individual tends to get sick the more unhappy his life is.”
On some occasions, a conversation could be sufficient to free
the person from a chronic problem, on other occasions he recommended a specific food style, or a simple fasting, or used the aid of
certain herbs to be taken by decoction or infusion. His remedies
could sometimes appear comical as well as effective. One evening,
a girl who was visibly affected by prolonged fever and persistent
and worsening intestinal flu came to his home. What did Antonio
do? He invited her to stay at his house for dinner and had her prepare a huge plate of steaming lasagna. Just hearing about food made the girl gag, but moved by confidence (or desperation) executed
the “medical prescription”. Within fifteen minutes, all the symptoms disappeared.
Although Antonio mastered the art of healing, he sought to
maintain a strict confidentiality in this area as well. He did not
consider illness an enemy to be fought, but nevertheless a necessary and vital expression useful to offer people stimuli or experiences significant for their evolutionary development. That is why he
only tried to intervene with those who showed a sincere interest in
the Way, that is when he was certain that healing would increase in
them the desire to know themselves and the courage to face their
own inner battles.
No one obtains anything from life without placing his own concrete commitment on the other side of the scale; this principle also
applies to healing. Antonio himself respected it by saying that even
if a sick person were to go to Lourdes and obtain a miracle, and
despite this he continued to live his life as before (for example in a
selfish way and without worrying about his fellow human beings)
would have done nothing but accumulate a debt on top of another
in relation to his existence, thus laying the foundations for a later
problem more challenging than the previous one.
Even in the face of obvious prodigies, Antonio tried to divert
always the attention towards that force hidden inside the same
people who were healed. He also did not like that there was talk of
miracles. He had a strictly methodical approach to magical reality,
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which considered the most sophisticated form of knowledge, capable to explain at different levels all aspects of the life of the human being and therefore the way in which we can intervene in
them. But, while for modern science the instrument par excellence
has been restricted to the sole domain of human reason, for initiatory science this is not enough and is also and above all required
an inner organ more evolved and less bound by physical-biological
limits; an organ that can and must be cared for and trained with
great care.
For Antonio the Magic was a real empirical science that can
boast millennia of tradition both in the East and in the West. For
this reason its scope is very wide and at the same time precise and
defined. On one occasion he made a very evocative analogy:
“If an ancient Roman was suddenly catapulted into our time
and saw a television set on, he could not understand the existence
of a technology that allows it to work, and he could only scream at
the miracle. Thus is the initiatory science for the uninitiated.”
So Antonio did not regrow limbs, he did not bring back the
dead, he did not act against the laws of nature, but knew them so
deeply that he could understand with simplicity and clarity the
causes of many diseases considered obscure and incurable by medicine, of which he sharply criticized the obtuseness in returning
the human being to a mere organic machine to be dissected and
treated sectorially, without considering its fundamental physical,
emotional, mental and spiritual totality.
He also extended the same obtuseness to scientific vision in general. Although he himself, as previously mentioned, knew very
well the different fields of study, he considered the current science
very deficient and exceedingly superb about his own abilities and
possibilities. As proof of his opinion, he recalled that the scientific
method was born openly in order to understand better how life
works, not why life exists, whereas nowadays it seems that this distinction has been forgotten, leaving room for a new kind of scientific superstition. This cultural belief deceives us that current
science is bringing qualitative improvements to the human being:
nothing could be more wrong. In just three hundred years, human
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civilization is advancing towards the brink of extinction, destroying the planet that hosts it. In this mad chase towards the
abyss there is nothing really logical, rational and evolutionary, but
we can only glimpse the whims of a dominant schizophrenic, hungry and short-sighted mentality.
The initiatory science, on the other hand, is truly complete and
never destructive, and leads first of all to a qualitative improvement of one’s life, which not even the most sophisticated technology will ever be able to achieve. Antonio embodied this type of
science: fully conscious of the principles that govern the existence,
he mastered subtle energies with the dexterity of an experienced
sculptor with his raw material. Through the help of certain symbols, he was able to move them to obtain specific effects starting
from initial conditions that made those results seemingly impossible. In some circumstances he could also help people to realize
their desires, provided that they could serve as a stimulus for further steps in the Way.
One night I saw a girl express to him her dream of being able to
work in a bank in the role of a professional figure for which she
had no academic title. Antonio immediately told her not to worry
and reassured her that in a few months she would achieve her
dream. He simply told her to look at a job advertisement newspaper the next day, and to send her curriculum to the first insurance
agency looking for staff, something that she promptly did. After
about a week she was called for an interview and immediately hired, and after about two months she received the job proposal from
a bank that was urgently looking for – just happens to be in her insurance agency – the professional figure she desired so much.
On another occasion, at the end of an evening meeting, while all
the people were talking to each other before the final greetings,
Antonio approached me and my companion of the time to ask her
what troubled her. To that question she broke in an anguished cry:
in the following days she would have had to face the two most difficult university exams of her Law school, within a few days of
each other. Considering that she had been quite emotionally and
mentally engaged in facing certain aspects of the teaching, she was
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terrified that she was not really prepared for those exams, but she
didn’t want to shirk because she could have lost a whole course
year, thing that she couldn’t afford. Antonio smiled and caressed
her cheek gently, telling her that the only thing she should have cared about was buying a good bottle of champagne, since the next
week we would have certainly celebrated two beautiful 30. That’s
how it happened. The girl, having no more time to study the whole
program, decided at least to deepen a topic at random for each of
the two subjects. At the first examination, which she had to take,
she was asked some specific questions about one of the two subjects she had been able to study; at the second examination she
was asked (a more unique than rare event for that professor) to talk
about a topic of choice. How did Antonio predict that outcome?
Was it already written in destiny? Had he himself moved invisible
threads to lead events in that direction? The mystery remains open.
A similar event happened to me. Soon the fateful moment came
for me when I had to take a barrage exam at the university in a
subject of which I was totally unprepared: the english language.
The selection was quite demanding, to the point that many of my
fellow students organized themselves to spend a few weeks in England. I also realized that I could never achieve in a short time and
with my own strength that kind of mastery of the language, but
what could I do? I didn’t want to miss a single day of Antonio’s
teachings at all. I decided to withdraw from the study trip, obviously trying to do everything possible to learn the language in
the few weeks I had available before the examination. I even had a
private teacher help me, but he dismissed me after a few meetings
by telling me that, given my poor starting level, the complexity of
the exam and the limited time available, It would have been much
more useful for me to devote the remaining days to evoking a miracle! In some ways, his disturbing sense of humor proved prophetic. I did not want “to bother” Antonio, but he knew our anxieties
better than we did and somehow he made me realize that it was not
necessary to worry too much. On the day of the examination my
tension had as well reached the highest sustainable level for a human being. When I stood before the examiner, I began to mumble
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a strange and incomprehensible language even to myself, but suddenly I saw a quick change of expression on the teacher’s face,
who went from a unconcealed disgust to a tender astonishment:
“Ah, you are that military service guy... I apologize if I didn’t
remember it right away! Don’t worry, it’s okay. You can go.”
I never understood what she meant and for whom she had mistaken me, but so I passed the exam and I left the classroom under
the astonished gaze of my classmates in the audience.
These and many other anecdotes surround Antonio’s life. Even
after his death I heard several stories from those who had met him
on the verge of credibility. Of many episodes concerning him,
however, I have decided to jealously guard the secret, because I
firmly believe that most people are unable to accept and conceive
such a great form of knowledge and love and they would be tempted to engage in gruesome conjectures rather than confront the mystery of its greatness. The charm of the ocean is precisely its immensity and the many mysteries it invites to explore, but few are
willing to accept this invitation, while most people are content to
fill a bottle with a little of its water and delude themselves that
they have harnessed it.
Many of the people who have come to know of Antonio’s life
have questioned the fact that he should have publicly revealed his
powers and gifts, in order to demonstrate to the world the possibility of transcending known human limits. It is a more than understandable reflection, and I remember a day when someone asked
him this directly. He replied that in such an eventuality he would
soon end up in some laboratory to be literally dissected and studied. Moreover, we must not fall into the superficial belief that if
the human being received evidence of the existence of a reality
much wider than that known, something in him would change for
the better. For many dark centuries in the West the Church has
convincingly impressed the masses on the existence of a nonordinary reality inhabited by a bearded god, angels with wings and
devils with a pitchfork, Nevertheless this shared vision did not serve to raise the human spirit above the follies of which he had been
able.
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If today’s man were even given mathematical proof of God’s
existence, after a brief moment of surprise and a few headlines,
would soon return to live his sad life in the same way as before:
falling asleep on the sofa in front of the television on, getting lost
inside labyrinthine and sterile abstract concepts, or basking in his
own abstruse sufferings.
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Training
From the way Antonio explained the teaching one could clearly
distinguish a common denominator valid for all and at the same
time many specific facets for each person, which he knowingly
knew how to highlight at the appropriate time so that the message
could reach the interested one loud and clear. The apparent contradictions that could be seen in this sense followed a sophisticated
logic of formation, not unlike the work of a dietician who, although starting from basic dietary norms, prescribes to each patient a personalized diet.
The methodology of Antonio’s training thus adapted to the particular inner needs of individuals: proportionally to the will and
willingness to learn and realize the teaching, he modulated the degree of intensity. For this reason, while with someone he was
clearly seen to be neglecting about certain other’s undignified behaviors or small distractions, with others he could reach a very
high level of severity.
There were also many aspects of the training that he gave individually and which remained secretly relegated to the closest bond
with him, and to which no one else could have access. This confidentiality had not the function of exclusion, but rather of protection. The experiences that we could conventionally define mystical
are by their nature incommunicable, and when we persist in making attempts in this direction we can achieve two dangerous results: getting the misunderstanding of others, with consequent misinterpretation or even derision, or impress a deep suggestion on
the listener, binding him to his own personal mode of access to the
higher planes of consciousness (actually different for each individual). Antonio was particularly careful and strict about these
points, and warned that the damage caused by such levity could
have proved over time even irremediable. He knew full well that
transcendental experiences do not necessarily make a person better, indeed, if they are badly managed and not inserted into a given
process, they risk to deceive her to have already reached the union
with the Absolute, generating all a series of troubles that deserve a
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separate treatment. For this reason, Antonio’s work was mainly
aimed at putting people in a position to support – and above all to
manage for creative and evolutionary purposes – the contact with
higher planes of consciousness, and subsequently to be able to
draw on them independently.
The completeness of his training could therefore be accomplished only by those who made good use of his recommendations
and who were willing to put themselves effectively into play without too many compromises. Of course, he did not permit a sitting
room spirituality in warm slippers, and it was unthinkable to relegate its teaching to a mere philosophical interest: to really experience it, it was necessary to go beyond the limits of one’s mechanical reactions, lies and destructive attitudes, first recognizing
them and then facing them.
He stimulated us on every occasion to enter into a wider sphere
of consciousness than the one in which we found ourselves, sometimes gently, sometimes harshly pushing. He always stood on the
other side of a threshold that he invited to cross, and from there he
urged to take the difficult step, as if beyond that limit there was the
last goal of the Way. In this way we were encouraged to devote all
our energies to making that transition, just like the last sprint of a
race. But when the threshold was crossed, the time of celebration
did not last longer than a warm gesture, and he stood immediately
behind the next threshold, personifying a new and unexpected style of training.
Antonio was magnetically attracted by his immeasurable capacity to love, but precisely for this reason he was also terrifying, because his light brought out all the shadows of those who stood in
front of him. There was no way to escape, even his silences could
touch deep down, just as every word he used was never random
and sometimes required uncommon reflections to overcome apparent meanings. It was not in fact his custom to dwell in conceptual
explanations, and he limited himself to providing the necessary
clarifications– sometimes also in a symbolic key, so as to skip the
mental circuit– only when really necessary and useful.
For example, one day he taught a person some meditation exer80

cises, advising her to practice them in the morning immediately after waking up and in the evening before going to bed. Since Antonio’s traditional training line was based on the “first do, then understand”, it was his custom to provide more in-depth information
on certain practices only after the student had really experienced
them in the ways and times recommended, never before. On that
occasion, the person in question immediately committed to do in
the morning the exercises received, but neglecting those in the
evening out of laziness. After a few weeks, he asked Antonio for
further explanations on the usefulness of carrying out such practices in the early hours of the day, receiving a very valuable feedback and new advice. Then he asked him similarly what it was for
even in the evening, and Antonio promptly answered:
“To nothing.”
I could transliterate your answer with these words of mine:
“Even if you have omitted the fact that you are practicing exercises only in the morning, do not think that I do not notice it, therefore, the usefulness of something that is not put into practice, is zero, and it would be no use at all to talk about it.”
Antonio didn’t offer fish, but he taught fishing. In other words,
he had no interest in giving pre-packaged existential answers to
people, rather tried to put them in a position to discover them within themselves. At times one had the impression that his training
was not really intended to teach new things, but to awaken ancient
and hidden knowledge within oneself. For this reason he could ride
the most diverse inner inclinations using words, analogies or symbols: towards the warrior spirit he turned, stimulating to face the
challenges of life, toward those who manifested the meditative inclination he encouraged study and contemplation, in devotional
souls he evoked feelings of sublime poetry, and so on.
But what did training actually consist of? The answer is difficult, if not impossible, to describe without betraying its value. I
could, however, venture an attempt by describing it, first of all, as
a full entry into his own life. His incessant example offered in fact
the precious possibility to compare our life style with his in all the
daily chores; besides the way in which he taught, also the food he
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ate, the relationship with work, the relationship of couple, etc. In
fact, there is nothing of one’s existence that can be neglected if one
wants to proceed along the initiatory path.
The “spiritual practice” which Antonio embodied was in fact
constant, and extended also to the simplest and apparently banal
actions, such as the order of his small desk, or the way he took off
his shoes and coat and put them carefully in their space when he
came home at night. Each small gesture reflected the principles of
the Way and exuded a symbolic meaning never taken for granted
or random. One can well imagine how the mere attendance of Antonio tended to put in place a sort of radical re-education process
from all points of view.
For example, if he had to put two superimposed books one on the
other, he always put up the book that represented a higher spiritual
value and never the other; for the same reason it was literally impossible to see him carelessly placing his wallet or cell phone over
a sacred text or over an object of initiatory value. This meticulous
attention had nothing fanatical, rather reflected a deep and powerful interior order. While it is true that the mere imitation of an external attitude may prove useless or even add a new false superstructure, it is also true that sincere admiration spurs a truly transformative emulation.
Gentle and delicate at the same time, he could be extremely severe and rigorous. He was able to play the most diverse roles, really free to appear as he wanted, according to a precise and subtle
line of training towards the people to whom he turned. Totally free
from fear of receiving or of any interest of any kind, his only concern was that the message might reach the deepest cords of people,
giving them in this way a valuable opportunity to bring them closer to their essential core.
When one seemed to know him quite well, he became unpredictable. One could define him as an artist of the Way, in the sense
that he knew how to use every circumstance of people’s lives,
even the most simple and banal situations, as a tool to highlight
their own self-deceptions. At times he emphasized a particular
aspect of teaching, at other times another; he hardly followed a li82

near path rather emphasized from time to time a piece of the puzzle, as to spur and allow individuals to recompose it with their own
strength, thus making it alive and more intimate.
He required total honesty, first of all with oneself and then with
the others. In fact, a fleeting glance was enough to completely Xray an individual, capturing dark sides and potentialities, and there
was no lack of opportunity to stimulate awareness.
It often happened that people approached Antonio to talk to
him, to ask him questions, to ask him for help or even to tell him
about an event of particular importance. His reaction could be a
warm welcome, but he could also turn out to be icy, totally indifferent, if the person did not address him with a real sincerity of intent. If, for example, he was reading a book and someone spoke to
him to waste time or to satisfy a trivial curiosity, he could continue
reading it as if not even a fly approached him. His indifference,
obviously created a deep discomfort, and perfectly fulfilled the
function of shock: the “unfortunate” quickly understood that no
vain word would catch his attention, and then he stopped talking
and was forced to wonder why he was reacting. Thanks to this
emotionally nonordinary condition, the person was able to stand
for a moment in front of herself and her masks, touching with his
hand with a flash of awareness the false attitude that was moving
him at that moment. It was enough that the same person took note
of her mechanism, descending into a more sincere and truthful interior state, and suddenly Antonio turned to her with all the attention of the case, as if she had just appeared before him.
His lack of fear was perhaps the most wonderfully disturbing
aspect. He embodied an indescribable force coming from a much
deeper and more subtle dimension than what we know; a force that
he kept commonly veiled from prying eyes, but which was tangibly perceived as if accompaned constantly from a musical background note. His very presence aroused the desire to find that
source from which he himself could draw.
He drew us to him, to a higher standard of living, and at the same time he made us suffer terribly in showing us our present condition, our limitations, our weaknesses, our damaging habits, our
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selfishness. On the one hand he worked on our essence listening to
the real and profound needs of each one with patience and an almost maternal delicacy, taking an interest in our difficulties and
always indicating with incredible accuracy the precise internal act
necessary to move on to the next step. On the other hand he worked on our mechanisms, our obscurities and falsehoods with continuous pressures and increasingly demanding requests, causing disturbances of all kinds. In his teaching there was no place for pity,
only for a flood of active compassion.
The main training camp - the real Kurukshetra11 in which Antonio operated - were the relational dynamics that were created
between different people. All our limitations, fears, conflicts and
inner contradictions are revealed fully and clearly through the misunderstandings and hostilities that emerge with others.
All the teachings of the Judeo-Christian tradition (and we could
easily include the others) can be summarized in the maxim “love
your neighbor as yourself”; everything else is comment. Antonio
taught to love in many different ways, taking advantage of all the
opportunities, even the most unusual ones, urging people to pay
attention to others as a way to expand one’s vital core.
For example, he was an infallible hound for slander, who considered literally a cancer of the spirit, nowadays particularly extended and culturally accepted if not even encouraged. In addition to
operating directly with firmness and extreme severity when emerging situations that revealed a problem of this kind, he was able to
educate even in sharper ways. There was in fact no way to escape
his penetrating gaze, and he did not fail to point out to certain people on some occasions that something of them clearly revealed the
fact that they had recently been dragged into some malicious gossip. Needless to say, he was never wrong once.
He was undoubtedly a very demanding teacher, but he never
asked for anything more than what people were able to see and do.
He was, however, particularly merciful with those who sincerely
11

The battlefield in which the whole Bhagavad Gita turns. Esoterically speaking, it is the place where each initiate is called to face his trials.
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put themselves at the service of others, and was willing to turn a
blind eye even to glaring slides that generally did not remain hidden. He knew well that those who learn to offer their help to others
activate within themselves something that will always keep them
firm on the Way. They may stumble, they may make repeated mistakes, but they will never lose their most precious compass. It
would also be misleading to think that Antonio valorized a type of
resounding service and in great style; he was certainly not interested in the grandeur of the work as to the spontaneity and purity of
the act.
There were then many ways in which Antonio intervened to
spur people to go beyond their small world. One day a couple who
had been seeing him for some time invited him to dinner with his
wife and with two other friends. This couple was known for their
poor consideration of other people’s needs. As proof of their habits, on that occasion they cooked in fact a meager pan of pasta,
visibly inadequate to satisfy six people. When Antonio saw the
dish on the table, he showed himself naively joyful and unexpectedly hungry, he overturned the whole pan in his dish and began to
eat all the pasta in a hurry with taste, as to assume that it was a
single portion and that certainly there would be as much for each
of the other guests. One can well imagine the astonished look and
discomfort of the couple, who, by superficiality or disinterest, had
not calculated the quantities well.
Antonio often exhorted us with these words:
“There is no need to look far for people to help; those we have
close are for us the most important source of evolution. You have
to try to lengthen the commitment limit a little at a time, maybe at
the beginning for an hour, a day, a week, a month, a year, then
three, four, and so on. At some point we will forget ourselves, and
miracles will happen around us.”
Many people, even some who have been close to him for years,
have instead always tried to stubbornly steal his secrets inside the
arcane esoteric knowledge of which he was the depositary, neglecting the simplest and most direct aspects of his teaching. I soon
came to the conclusion that simplicity frightens much more than
85

complexity, which seems to attract our mental instincts as well as a
sensual woman can attract a castaway who has wandered in solitude for years. Simplicity (not to be confused with banality) requires
great intelligence and a great openness of heart, and for these reasons it is extremely more challenging than complexity, with which
one can instead play around for years without making a concrete
inner transformation.
Moreover, trying to concentrate solely on the conceptual aspect
of teaching is of little or no use because it doesn’t lead to real experience, Just as a thorough study of the principles of swimming
would not be of any real help to the one who does not try to put a
foot in the water. Practical application is therefore necessary, because what cannot be experienced directly is not by nature reliable,
and therefore for true initiatory science it has no value. For our
present mentality it is difficult to really accept these assumptions,
so deep is the overestimation of intellectual understanding. Fortunately, even on this point Antonio left no room for unnecessary illusions.
Among the many situations he created, I remember a morning
when he began to explain technically and in detail the way in
which anger arises and manifests itself, and especially the absurdity of relying on it to face any problems in relationships. We were
all enthusiastic and reassured by the fact that we had finally understood the functioning of that kind of “evil” energy, convinced that
such an understanding had made us forever free from that subtle
deception. Then, in the space of a few minutes, Antonio changed
the subject and the atmosphere, and as if by magic some people
began to argue with each other until dragging everyone into a fury
of uncontrolled emotions. And here at the height of the hustle and
bustle, Antonio resumed the reins of the situation to make touch
with hand as the unfolding of what had just happened corresponded exactly to what he had just explained. It is not difficult to imagine how these kinds of situations created deep shocks in the present people, faced with the lack of self-control and the ease with
which they had deluded themselves that they had already reached
it.
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The Tradition
The Way is only one, but each doctrine has its own particular
way of describing and representing it, which can vary in relation to
language, historical period and reference culture. Nevertheless, the
essence of every teaching always remains the same, since it is
from the same source that the great teachers draw from time to time their knowledge and their strength. The golden thread that has
always underpinned every initiatory message was simply called by
Antonio Tradition.
Religions represent attempts to fix and encode the message, but
just as it would be impossible to capture the wind inside a glass
jar, similarly it is not possible to close the teaching within a philosophical corpus without in some way limiting it and betraying it.
For this reason religions inevitably decay at the level of moral rules and dogmatic assumptions, easily losing their original vitality
and purity. This doesn’t mean that they are useless or harmful, on
the contrary, they actually fulfil the function of supporting people
who do not yet have enough energy to try to penetrate themselves,
and attempt to offer them an ideal of life more dignified and a little
higher than the only biological and materialistic approach to existence.
The problem lies in the fact that religious systems on the one
hand describe the outward image of the realized human being
(such as Christ or Buddha) on the other hand, however, they do not
provide concrete teachings/tools for achieving the corresponding
state of consciousness. Christianity says that we must love others
but it does not say how to do it; Buddhism says to empty our
minds but it does not say how to do it; and so on. Every religious
institution says how to be, but almost no one says what must be
done concretely to become that way. The simple will is not
enough, and every effort risks to create only a forcing, sooner or
later destined to collapse.
In any case, within every external spiritual doctrine is contained
in a more or less hermetic form a more intimate and profound teaching, that to be decrypted and activated requires special keys of
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reading provided by the oral transmission – from mouth to ear –
which makes them visible through a process not only informative
but mainly formative. Antonio conveyed precisely this type of teaching that could fill the gaps present in conventional religions, revealing the meaning of a path that is generally described in its appearance and rarely in its essence. For this reason he did not want
and could not define his teaching with a specific term; he had no
copyright to protect, much less the desire to find a new religion.
His purpose was to show a deeper level of reading able to grasp
and highlight, even in the spiritual doctrines, at first sight very different, the same frame of support.
In doing this, he never distorted or trivialized the symbolic systems used by different traditions throughout the millennia. In fact,
by comparing them, in some cases marked differences can be seen
which could lead to different aims, but this is true only on the surface. In mathematics, to get the number 10 you can walk many
roads (5+5, 2x5, 7+3, etc.) and it would be foolish to think that one
is better than another, as it would be absurd to reverse or mix the
numbers of the different operations without knowing their arithmetic rules. An analogous discourse applies to the message of Tradition: every initiatory current lived with seriousness and perseverance leads to touching the same reality, while mixing different
symbols and concepts without a precise method– as often happens
in the New Age movement – is likely to generate only inconclusive confusion.
The teaching of Tradition is not based on moral principles or
metaphysical abstractions, nor on logical rules with which to set
the existence rigidly: one must learn to renounce these modes of
understanding in order to gain access to a more subtle level of perception. This is a path that presupposes the knowledge and inner
development of the human being beyond any restrictive limits imposed by religions, philosophies or scientific paradigms.
Being a knowledge of a mainly empirical nature, the teaching
cannot be transmitted according to the usual system of academic
education, but it needs specific bodies assigned to this delicate and
demanding function, who must take care of the individual in all his
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vital aspects without neglecting any of them: physical, emotional,
intellectual and spiritual. In antiquity, in various places and cultures, there were special schools that took care of this, and they were
held in great consideration by the people for the delicate and fundamental task entrusted to them. Few were the elect who were allowed to cross the threshold, and they were certainly not selected
on the basis of their wealth or by intellectual tests, rather because
of their real inner thirst”. Not infrequently the aspirant was placed
in front of extreme tests, such as crossing a den of poisonous snakes or a river full of crocodiles, where it would be the divine fate
that decreed the possible access to the initiation training. It is easy
to imagine how only a few individuals were willing to risk their
lives, even accepting the risk of losing them in order to gain access
to the teachings of the Way. It doesn’t matter if such evidence
were truthful or brilliant orchestrations: what matters is that the
possibility of death was real for the aspirant, who was immediately
placed face to face with the authenticity of his desire.
Of the vestiges of those ancient schools have remained today
only high-sounding names that often hide sterile associations of
people, attentive only to the scenic formalities and to the parrotlike disclosure of pompous esoteric concepts. Behind these theaters, often no or little substance. It is now a whole appearance, an
ostentation, a pursuit of personal interests veiled by divine purposes. The lifeblood that once flowed within the knowledge handed
down with such seriousness and courage (let us not forget the dark
ages of the Inquisition, where the mere doubt of Catholic dogmas
could lead to the stake), seems to have dissolved in the slurry of
hypocrisy. But the echo of those precious mystical schools continued to live in the shadow, like the sparks under the ash, withdrawing from public attention to keep its work intact and clear. Antonio was a living witness to the fact that nothing has actually been
lost.
While in the past times the aspirant was faced with the risk of
dying, or the renunciation of all his possessions, in the present age
this is no longer the case, perhaps because our kind of culture has
weakened and limped us so much that we are almost impossible to
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draw on such audacity. Antonio asked mainly for one thing: to try
to put with honesty and sincerity the principles of the Way at the
first place in one’s life. There should be nothing, no excuse, to fail
this priority, because compromises are the first traps on the way.
One cannot think of changing one’s existence in the hope of waking up one morning and finding a magic wand that in a single gesture can transform everything. Rather, it is necessary to question
personal views and habits.
Generally, those who approach the Way are not happy or satisfied with what they live, and they are looking for something more, something that they may not yet be able to predict but they feel
in power as a real possibility. Well, it must be understood from the
outset that the safest way to continue to live life in the same way
without discovering anything new is to continue to do the same
things.
The teaching of Tradition encourages in some aspects to a
seemingly ordinary lifestyle, as it prescribes to adapt (within certain limits) to customs and traditions of the place where you live,
without showing off or imposing a different vision. At the same
time, however, it stimulates an approach to existence extremely
countertrend in both meanings and vital decisions. Contrary to
what might be thought, the Initiate is not one who wanders the
world in a white dress and blissful smile, to whom life grants gifts
to profusion and glory and honor. There is no more misleading
image. The Initiate is the one who decides to face his madness uncovered, because there is no more appropriate term to describe the
way we live. And what is this madness? In continuing to pursue
blindfolded and stubborn an irresponsible attitude towards existence, which inevitably generates suffering for oneself and for others.
The causal link is not superficially visible, and for this reason people are also able to accelerate at full speed on the road that leads
them straight into the abyss, but through the appropriate exercises
of observation, soon the connection sowing-harvesting becomes a
dramatic reality, anything but philosophical.
The message of Tradition is very simple in its essence: the human being was born to be happy, he doesn’t need the afflictions
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and anguish, much less to be afraid of life. But in order to conquer
this state of inner freedom, he must first rely on authentic teaching.
The desire to be happy, in fact, is not enough: it is needed a tool to
acquire new development faculties, eliminating (in some cases
substituting) the inner symbols that give rise to and nourish destructive behavioural tendencies. Mistrust, envy, slander, greed
and pride are some of the millstones tied to the neck of the human
being that gradually drag him towards a state of despair, and finally towards a real death of the soul. Inner suffering is considered by
Tradition as the symptom of a spiritual illness that can be diagnosed and cured. Healing leads to the intimate source of joy.
The “therapeutic process” coincides with the quintessence of
every spiritual tradition. Antonio, like a brilliant distiller Master,
was able to extrapolate it from any sacred text to make it evident
and experimentable. When referring to certain aspects of this teaching, he used in some cases to use the generic name Method, thus
emphasizing in this way a very practical and rigorous approach, in
some scientific ways, to address the problem of self-knowledge. In
fact, the Method represents the first level of an extremely superior
training, and sets in motion a process of inner purification necessary to restore within the human being a real state of health and integrity very difficult to define but certainly experienced in the first
person.
The only way to begin to get an idea of the breadth of this teaching, is to try first of all to understand in depth what are the pathological premises on which our inner structure is founded: the
idea of already having an intact and stable center, the illusion of
knowing the real intentions that move us, the inability to question
us, the thought that our words (and especially our actions) do not
create consequences in the circuit of life. The same culture in
which we grew up has imprinted within us a deep-rooted symbol
that leads to identify happiness as the power to obtain things, money, people, attention and so on, in an insatiable vortex. There is
no trace of real freedom in this run-up, but only fanatical idolatry
of an idea of success unknowingly imposed by society.
If we half open our eyes and try to evoke an image of a suc91

cessful person without thinking too much, the figure of an enlightened saint will hardly take shape, but more likely the first impulse will send a man (hardly a woman) rich, tanned, surrounded
by beautiful girls, confident and also a little arrogant, unscrupulous
in business and with a good deal of cynicism that allows him not to
mind those around him to go straight and safe on his way. Practically, from the perspective of the Way, an inner suicide. It is useless to tease ourselves: we have to reckon with the fact that our
culture has done and continues to do an excellent job perpetuating
its existential symbols.
Even the humanistic sciences have today reached the conclusion that every psychic, and consequently physical, degradation is
fundamentally based on three basic epistemological errors: trusting
and relying in one’s own objectivity, taking actions that ignore the
circularity of life and, finally, the attempt to control the system to
which we belong. It is therefore clear that there is no human being
in the world, apart from very few exceptions, who can be said to
be truly healthy. The problem is that the scientists themselves, the
therapists themselves, are chronically ill from this point of view,
and for this reason they can only convey all the limits they embody. Some inner attitudes towards life, such as morbid attachment
to the machine, possessiveness to one’s own partner, to one’s own
children, etcetera, are not assessed as limits to get rid of, and rise
to a higher standard of living, but are considered normal and, indeed, are encouraged by our cultural model; it doesn’t matter
whether for the maintenance and the defence of such attachments
we allow ourselves to perpetuate injustices around us, acting selfishly only and exclusively for our own personal interests or
whims. Psychology itself can help a person to adapt oneself to the
social environment in which he or she lives (sharing in practise its
madness), but it doesn’t have the tools to lead consciousness beyond the limits of ordinary dialectical thought.
Until we come into contact with tools through which we can
truly observe and know each other, we cannot realize that our psychic structure is made up of components considered ordinarily
normal and that instead make us fundamentally unhappy. Most of
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our lives are based on fear: fear of getting sick, fear of dying, fear
of losing friends, relatives, children, of losing a job, of not having
enough money, fear of being unable to do a certain thing, of not
being accepted, to be abandoned… we have all kinds, all colours.
Just as the tree is recognized by its fruits, the more evident effects of human pathology are deduced from destructive behaviours
that don’t take into account others and often not even themselves.
For this reason, a fundamental rule has been transmitted that somehow introduces and forms the background for the Method. This
rule can be enclosed in four questions that must be asked whenever
life calls us to act:
Does this action benefit me?
Does this action benefit others?
Does this action damage me?
Does this action damage others?
If the first two answers are positive and the other two are negative, then there is a good chance that the action will be impeccable,
that is, clean, intact and dignified. Contrary to what one might superficially think, impeccability doesn’t have an ethical purpose,
but concerns a predominantly energetic issue, in the sense that it
enables us not to accumulate debts to life and allows us to acquire
a particularly intense and superior type of inner strength. Antonio
assured that it is absolutely not true that the human being needs
more energy to live better, but that he simply needs to learn not to
dissipate it, something that he does precisely from when he gets
out of bed in the morning until he goes back to sleep.
In fact, the first level of traditional teaching corresponds to a
process of inner purification which is not realized moking the opening of some chakra or in the invocation of any angelic entity, but
precisely in touching the way we interact with the life around us
and, of course, learning to do something different. For the Method
it is our relationship with the next one to represent the most urgent
problem: when no other person intervenes in one action, the four
questions mentioned can in fact be abandoned in the first instance.
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This rule also makes it necessary to reflect in a non-trivial way
on the meaning of the concepts of benefit and damage, since in this
context they should be purged of any reference to religious morals
or social conventions. Generally we identify the good as something that evokes the approval of the cultural environment to
which we belong. In the perspective of Tradition, “good” is instead
what keeps us within the evolutionary process we have identified
and chosen, and for this reason it also implies a kind of creativity
and growth. In fact, it cannot be excluded that many actions which
might not be permitted by the ordinary convention actually reflect
impeccability towards a greater, more genuine and truthful good.
In short, it is not necessary to look too far to understand that the
four questions impose a particularly high level of attention and inner honesty, so as not to fall into the trap of continuing to act exactly as before, simply adapting the answers in the most convenient
way.
If I even think back to the first challenges that life faced me
immediately after beginning to question myself, I remember having had to face tragic trials that cost me a great deal of effort. The
simple decision to become a vegetarian aroused indignation and
obstruction on the part of all my family members in the same way
(perhaps even more) that they would be outraged to know me as a
drug addict; not to mention the affective threats received for my
decision to no longer participate in Catholic religious ceremonies,
from which I preferred to abstain for reasons of consistency. If I
had interpreted the parental grievances in a good way, I would certainly have returned to my steps with the motivation of not
wanting to hurt their feelings, and in so doing I would have seriously betrayed a certain inner dignity that I was struggling to
conquer.
Antonio never tired of repeating and to let us touch how the methodical search for impeccability is the only way to allow a fast
and safe expansion of consciousness. Without this assumption, any
eventual experience of “enlighting” could not last and would most
likely lead to nothing good. Ordinary thought cannot accept this
reality, yet it can be found in many facets of the human being. For
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example, the passion of love can lead to the feeling of love, but it
is very important not to confuse the two things: the first impulse is
only the spark that can light a wonderful fire and useful to warm
and illuminate, but it can also uncontrollably set fire to a forest
with all the consequent damage. A lover, in fact, by virtue of what
is kindled within his heart, can transcend all the limits that he
thought were impossible until that moment, and can also give his
life for the object of his love, but could also perform the most destructive and deplorable gestures, driven by jealousy and a sense of
possession.
On this point people delude themselves without restraint, measuring themselves with their good intentions, thinking therefore
between themselves that if they had more energy (more money,
more free time, more power, etc.) they would certainly use it to
help others and to improve the world around them. You have to
open your eyes: if people were suddenly given more energy, they
would certainly use it to let off steam freely– consciously or not–
to their lower impulses, hardly compatible with their own or others
happiness.
One might not like it, but for the Method “the way of hell is paved with good intentions”, and one might add that, on the contrary,
“the way of paradise is paved with impeccable actions”. It is necessary to start from a foundation: we do not know our most real
and profound intentions, and we prefer to constantly confront ourselves with good intentions. Our usual modus operandi is similar
to that of a person who, faced with the vision of a undernourished
child of the Third World, feels the heart pervaded by a feeling of
injustice and compassion, perhaps even wasting some tears for the
occasion, nothing more. An attitude of this kind only corresponds
to blowing useless images, a great way to continue to bleach one’s
own tomb. The true Initiate would never tell himself the tale of
being able to help that child by flooding him with thoughts or loving prayers, but he would try to focus well on the problem and
fight concretely to do his part, if only to save a few bucks a day to
donate them to charity. In other words, the true Initiate knows that
he has to get his hands dirty to proceed in the Way, and in so doing
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he will certainly discover new horizons.
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The farewell
One summer evening Antonio had all his most intimate students
summoned and, sitting sacredly above his usual chair, he began to
speak with unusual, slow, solemn words. People were incredulous,
his words came completely unexpected. He was taking leave of
this life.
“My time is up. A teacher must know how to set aside when he
sees in the disciples the need to continue independently.
Now you will really have to learn to walk with your legs.”
The tone of his voice was not troubled but gently careful not to
alarm us too much. All the participants were as astonished, but no
one had the courage to ask questions, perhaps harboring the hope
that behind that announcement could hide only a trick to stimulate
us not to take his presence for granted.
After a few days Antonio’s body died down, in circumstances
still mysterious today. He was truly gone, leaving many sons and
daughters whom he had always cared for with meticulous care and
affection. To tell the truth, he had already announced a few months
before his imminent departure, only that he had done it with a particularly ironic style, through a quick and sudden hint, and then
giggling between himself. No one gave him any particular importance, and on that occasion he simply left an open question mark
about his words:
“I recommend, do not forget that the summer holidays are now
approaching, so as every year you can start thinking about a topic
that you would like to explore all together.
For the truth, this year I have a proposal: the Bardo Thodol12…
and I already know who will be the dead…”
There are many Masters worthy of sacred respect who have lived among us and who have left witness to their greatness. Antonio was one of them, and yet, for me, he emanated something even
greater, because I could see in action his majestic dignity and not
just imagine it. The fact that he had always refused any favouri12

The Tibetan Book of the Dead.
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tism, any privileged living conditions that could in any way differentiate him from ordinary people, was already in itself, in my
eyes, a cause of moving admiration. With his life he has shown
how it is possible to stand outside the world without detaching
himself in a haughty way from it, without hiding behind highsounding titles or recognitions, without isolating oneself in a distant monastery or on the snowy summit of some mountain; indeed, sharing with us all the joys and all the sufferings without
sparing.
His greatness has never been an excuse for him not to deal with
daily needs (management of work, family and home), but on the
contrary he has shown how a certain spiritual stature can, rather
must be directly proportional to a real sense of responsibility.
His funeral was perhaps the day that most of all can evoke his
immense yet enigmatic figure. In the main hall of his house, a modest lodging in the city centre covered with books on almost all the
walls, interspersed with symbolic objects and paintings related to
different spiritual traditions, lay his body. For three days he remained there visible to receive the homage and the last greeting of
those who knew him. The going away of people was uninterrupted. Most of the people who visited did not know each other,
nor did they ever imagine meeting in such an unusual accommodation on such an occasion. Jews, Muslims, Christians, Bahá’ís, Hindus, Buddhists, but also atheists and scientists, all gathered under
the same roof to pay homage to the one who, in different forms,
had represented for each of them a guide, a teacher, a precious
friend. Each of them came bearing a gift, a thought, sometimes
sharing it aloud, sometimes silently. The sacredness was palpable,
moving, dignified, royal, free from the labels of any religion.
One of my clearest memories is the moment when the person
who held the position of Antonio’s office manager came into the
room. His pale, astonished face looked around in disbelief, then
whispered almost mortified to his neighbor’s ear:
“I have known Antonio for at least ten years… he has always
been for me that silent little man always busy behind the computer... possible that I have never noticed anything else?”
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I also clearly remember the words publicly spoken on that occasion by a person who had followed him assiduously for several
years in the past:
“This moment is certainly more difficult for us than for him.
Who, like me, was lucky enough to see him in action, knows well
that Antonio was free to cross without limits the thresholds of the
different planes of existence, and knew how to break the barriers
of time and space. So the only thing he lost today is one of his many physical clothes.
I’ve never met a man like that in my life, and I doubt I’ll ever be
able to meet anyone at his level again.”
For a teacher of his relevance, being born, living and dying is
like waking up in the morning, spending the day and then falling
asleep in the evening, with the clear memory of all past days and
with the awareness of the future days to come. It is obvious that
from such a perspective– not bound to a single existence on this
planet – radically changes the approach to life and all the meanings
related to it. That is why Antonio was able to live the present with
great intensity and, at the same time, with evident detachment, free
to leave the scene of this world with the same lightness that one
could have in resuming the way home after a simple day’s work.
Many people considered his lifestyle completely alien and unnatural, but this judgment was based only on the fear of making the effort to reverse even for a moment the point of view, imagining
how narrow and senseless his own ordinary way of life might
seem.
There was obviously no funeral mass in his honour, but each
participant recited his prayers and expressed his greeting in an orderly, elegant and moving succession, as if on that occasion they
had all felt themselves part of a greater form of universal spirituality that did not take into account the differences and religious and
cultural contrasts.
At the end of that unusual wake, it departed a slow and long
procession to accompany the coffin in the monumental cemetery
of the city. It was buried on the ground, in a small green area rich
in flowers and cypresses. No photo was placed on the tombstone,
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but only this sentence carved on black granite, almost to recall the
style of the inscriptions on the ancient Egyptian sarcophagi of
black basalt:
An immense heart,
an expanded mind
at the service of evolution.
In fact, no other words could have been used to evoke his greatness, equal only to his humility and simplicity of mind.
After his death, his closest pupils went through a period of deep
despair and bewilderment. The question that probably everyone
asked silently was:
“Why didn’t he leave precise indications about who should take
his place?”
While it was true that there were some people with more experience and training, it was also true that no one even remotely
emanated the kind of authority and presence we were accustomed
to. It is too difficult to turn one’s consent towards someone else,
without the risk of investing him with unsustainable expectations.
All this was made even more difficult by the fact that Antonio never explicitly indicated the name of a possible depositary, limiting
himself to sometimes highlighting the potentialities and acquisitions of a person, sometimes of another or of another one.
Nobody could therefore understand why Antonio left the scene
consciously without leaving a script to follow. The result was that
in a short time his spiritual family split into numerous different
groups, which he himself predicted on several occasions when he
highlighted the lack of friendship between people. Contrary to
what today’s watered-down spiritualities claim, true friendship
was considered by him to be the highest human sentiment, closest
to the concept of divine love. Who does not learn to be friend, demonstrating loyalty, sincerity and predisposition to the help of
another, has very little hope (not to say none) of going into the
deeper realms of the Way.
Just because Antonio had always encouraged to take care of
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each other, my young and naive eyes of the time could not believe
the dynamics that were created only a few months after his death.
Reality did not turn out to be as romantic as my utopian expectations would have wished: to continue together in a spirit of brotherhood. After some maldisguised tensions due to old grudges and
new envy, a tearing power struggle finally created unholy schisms.
The key points of Antonio’s teaching soon fell into the shadow because it was too uncomfortable, and each faction in play preferred
instead to emphasize and barricade itself behind the most highsounding concepts – the most interpretable– as a proof of its own
positions and sense of justice.
I remained close to the people with whom I felt more in tune
and in whom I saw the most tenacious desire to remain faithful to
the heart of Antonio’s teaching. After a few years, however, several vicissitudes began to shake this security to which I had clung
to. In the people in whom I had placed all my trust and to whom I
had made most of my energies and free time available, I began to
glimpse some signs of obvious contradictions. When such inconsistencies reached dangerous levels for the same people and for
others, I found the strength to speak out, taking it foolishly for
granted that my sincerity would be appreciated, just as Antonio
had shown on so many occasions. In a completely unexpected
way, instead I found myself having to deal with an angry reaction,
which in a short time even forced me and my partner to get away.
Though disconcerted and deeply sorry, we could at least be consoled by the inner certainty that we had simply fought for the sake of
truth and justice.
In the years that followed, suddenly left alone, we began a series of wanderings far and wide to test the extent to which we had
managed to assimilate and make the teaching alive within us. In
addition to various experiences in various spiritual spheres, little
by little we also succeeded in meeting many of the people who had
in the past attended Antonio. On those occasions we discovered
that some of them had gradually lost themselves in the chores of
ordering, hidden behind the “Anyway, without Antonio it is no
longer possible to continue” (a blasphemy just at his training);
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others had clumsily tried to imitate him, with ridiculous and disastrous results; still others had literally tried to unhinge their memory from their conscience, so that they could return inwardly undisturbed to their lives as before, or by creating a personal and more
comfortable vision of the Way.
There are few who I have had the pleasure of seeing still at
work, intent on continually putting to use the teachings. But the
thing that surprised me most, is to see how just these few people–
among whom I include myself – have been the object of more or
less direct attacks by all the others mentioned above. The human
soul is unfortunately fearful, envious, proud and resentful, and having had the opportunity to receive a teaching to rise above all this,
is certainly a rare and precious opportunity that does not coincide
with the guarantee of success.
Only after all these experiences and encounters, in which I confess to having often recited also a certain naivety in order to better
know and test my interlocutors, I had the opportunity to understand and appreciate even more deeply the finesse of Antonio’s
training, also expressed in the style in which he left the scene. Observing the past from a more distant, more detached and a more
mature perspective, I cannot but recognize today how his presence
silently nourished within each of the people who frequented him a
certain inertia of spirit. Beyond all of its constant stimuli, a part of
us inevitably tended to lie in a misleading sense of security. Being
Antonio’s students implied an unusual commitment, but under his
wing we felt protected from everything and everyone. There was
no vital corner in which Antonio couldn’t intervene to rescue the
people close to him. Without ever replacing anyone’s personal
freedom, he always pointed the right way and offered the right
tools to solve any problem: health, work, family, etc. Each of us
could therefore feel the protection of Antonio upon himself. He
was clearly aware of this, but he was also aware that this kind of
support induced people not to take full responsibility for their lives: “Anyway there is Antonio who thinks about it”.
If, up to a certain point, it is necessary to be able to rely on someone who can guarantee us a certain external serenity, so that we
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can afford to concentrate our few energies towards an inner work,
it comes sooner or later the time when you need to measure yourself more concretely, moving from the pool to try to swim in the
open sea.
After a long time, therefore, and with great effort, I cannot fail
to recognize that Antonio, with his death, brought to completion a
further level of training, and that probably without his last gesture
many of his teachings could not be experienced and integrated.
The seeds of his work sprouted years later, and still reveal incredible nuances far more sophisticated than I could ever have imagined.
Antonio was a royal representative of the Tradition. It is likely
to assume that he is not the only one and that he will not be the
last, but the transmission of certain levels of consciousness does
not happen in the same way that two athletes can pass a relay or
through a notarial act. There were many parts of his teaching that
he could only transfer to those who really let him in, and I am not
referring to a formal invitation to a physical place; I am talking
about an inner state outside this space and the passing of time, but
that is all I can say on this subject. Certainly, this mystery contains
a part of the answer to the fateful question: why didn’t Antonio officially appoint any depositary of his teaching, limiting himself to
encouraging every one of his students to take his life into his own
hands?
The reference teacher in a traditional school doesn’t express authority but authoritativeness, and when for any reason he has to
abandon his role, it will be those who have studied and applied his
teaching to become directly responsible for it, with the knowledge
that they will not be able to teach what their teacher has said, but
only what they have really practiced and achieved. When the conditions are ripe again, another teacher will appear. Where and how
it is never given to know in advance.
For a long time I melancholy regretted Antonio, fearing that his
teaching might be slowly lost like a beautiful flower that withers,
and the different vicissitudes I have mentioned so far certainly
didn’t reassure me in this sense. But now I realize that the teaching
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can never perish but, in the worst case, continue to flow like an
underground river waiting to resurface again. If even in those who
knew him, the words and the memory of Antonio’s life should
soon or late dissolve into the stormy sea of memory, what he was
spokesman of, will continue to pulsate like a silent heartbeat.
Those who can listen sincerely and carefully will be able to draw
again on that same strength.
“The teaching”, Antonio once said, “will continue even after
my death, for those who want this”. He kept his words. The most
precious thing he has bequeathed is the possibility of tuning himself to a certain frequency in order to come into contact with that
force which he, and other Masters before him, embodied and made
evident. It may sound like science fiction, romance, illusion, but
those who have experienced it at least once know what it is.
Not infrequently someone asked me why I feel entitled to speak
of Antonio and to remember his teaching every time the occasion
arises. This question is quite legitimate, and I take this opportunity
to point out that I do not actually feel it as a right, but rather as a
duty. The last time I saw him, as I gently put his jacket on his
shoulders before I said goodbye to him, I swore to him that I
would always fight to keep his light alive, if only with the strength
to keep a little light on. This promise will probably accompany me
to the last day of my life and, if so, it will not be a discarded existence, no more than that of a lover who finds himself walking
many miles only to reach the sight of his beloved and bring her a
simple rose. Besides, the Way is a love story.
THE END
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Thanksgiving
My heartfelt thanks go to Silvia and Denis, because without
their stimuli and encouragement, I would still have hidden in some
drawer the incomplete drafts of this writing. It is therefore thanks
to them, who in a certain way represent my publishers, that the
writing and publication of the book has become possible and concrete. For this reason I invited them to write the following epilogue.
A special thanks to Daniela, Anna and Giordano for their meticulous and rapid corrections, and to all those with whom we are
keeping alive the teaching of Antonio and his creative power; witnesses to the fact that through the conquest of a solid friendship it
is possible to carry out any task, even the most unimaginable.
Thanks also to all those who were close to Antonio but who in
time betrayed his memory and abandoned or sweetened the teaching for their own use and consumption, because their example
served me as a warning for the need to remain ever vigilant and
never consider anything acquired for certain.
I owe a due thanks also to my parents who, although never having understood the choices and lifestyle of a son definitely “black
sheep” within their family context, they never denied me their affection and their help.
Finally, I must thank my honest curiosity, because it has always
pushed me beyond the limits of appearances– often with a touch of
madness never being satisfied with only reading or opinions and
experiences of other people.
To me alone should be attributed any limitations and imperfections of this book.
PS: Special thanks to Susan and Elena for their inexhaustible
enthusiasm in the work, not so easy, of the English translation of
this book.
Joannes Yrpekh
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Epilogue
We are very happy and honored to write the epilogue of this
book, a small gesture of gratitude to the author who in recent years
has shared with us his experience, with all that it has represented
and still represents for us. Joannes had the uncommon ability and
sensitivity to convey to us that feeling that binds the disciple to his
teacher and that makes him alive beyond the boundaries of time
and space, revealing the concept of teaching “from mouth to ear”
in its most mystical and profound essence: the transmission from
the heart of the teacher to the heart of the student. It is evident in
fact that between the two there was a relationship founded on an
intimate and deep connection, not assimilated to a form of exchange based on purely emotional connotations; an connection indescribable with the words and incomprehensible with the mere use
of reason, a kind of invisible contact that is mentioned as the highest form of teaching, even with different terms and images, from
all ancient traditions.
We, who had the good fortune to be able to reap the fruits of
their encounter, abundant and tasty, feel witnesses of a rare process, a process of which the author has made us proud protagonists. We are not alone in all this: together with us a group of daring
friends share the teaching that left Antonio, also attracted and
overwhelmed by a feeling that finds no explanation in the simple
mental analysis of the facts. As true travelling companions, we
support each other in this great adventure.
Our history…
Antonio entered our lives like a summer storm, desired after a
long time of drought and from which one is completely overwhelmed without possibility of shelter. Without doubt, our meeting was
the answer to a long-awaited call, which we did not know when it
would happen but of which we had the certainty that, sooner or later, it would arrive travelling fast in the means of necessity and of
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hope.
Of course, we were not fasting on spiritual themes: our nature
as seekers had pushed us in different directions, from trips to exotic countries to meditation techniques, up to the use of paths aimed
at sharing the inner search. For us it had become clear that, in the
groups attended until then, people were mostly driven by feelings
of human nature, such as the desire to feel special, power games,
the display of spiritual discourses but impracticable in everyday
life, and more selfishness, envy, rivalry. In the midst of so much
chaos and incoherence, sincere inner yearnings for something
greater were clumsily suffocated by the needs of a whole other
species, such as the desire for recognition or to cope with loneliness. In short, what was in front of our eyes, going into these environments, had nothing different from the dynamics of any ordinary
job or the lies hidden behind the beautiful family photos, hung on
the walls of the houses.
So an urgent need for coherence and concreteness became as
necessary for us as breathing. The need for a gentle but, if necessary, firm and severe hand. The need for a truly profound teaching
that can lead us step by step, and in everyday life, to a higher level
of reality, to the beauty and knowledge of the principles that govern ourselves and the world. Above all, we felt suffocating the
need for an example, tired of speeches as blatant and highsounding, as abstract and useless. And here comes Antonio.
Antonio’s teaching and meeting with his students...
One of the things that struck us most was the simplicity of the
Method, the basis of his teaching. As he himself stated:
“The purpose of the present Method is no longer to provide
particular concepts in cryptic and enigmatic form, which previously could only be transmitted to a few people who could understand them. It’s over the era of camouflaging universal concepts as something extremely complicated. The Method immediately reaches the heart of the problem: what we do here, now. We
must not ask ourselves the problem of heaven and hell, but start
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from the life we are leading now, touch it with our hands, observing with a close analysis our behaviours and our attitudes. The
Method applied with perseverance and inner sincerity is infallible.”
Applying the principles of the Method to one’s life is the same
as removing from one’s eyes the many filters that make one perceive reality in a fuzzy and distorted way; of course, once one
learns to “see”, nothing returns as before. In fact, many people
compare the Way to a road to follow; if it is, it is surely an uphill
road: the more we are oriented in teaching following its vital indications, the more we are driven towards new inner peaks. When
we stop, however, putting on our eyes the filters that obscure the
view, it is no longer possible to stop at the point laboriously
reached: when we renounce to continue, inevitably we go back,
slipping inexorably towards a lower point than the one from which
we had started. This is why the ancient Masters drew the attention
of the students to the danger of starting a spiritual path and suspending it halfway.
Many times this concept ringed out alive within us when we
met those who boasted of having attended Antonio for years. In
some cases we were also moved by the hope of joining forces under the roof of a common intent, only to discover, however, not
without regret, that some of these people had chosen to sit comfortably in their armchair after his death, dedicating himself to the activity of polishing ancient medals and dusting invisible certificates
of frequency. It was evident that these people had hidden their laziness and their lack of courage behind epilogues of dubious lawfulness, justifying their inertia behind the decree that, after the
death of the teacher, the teaching could not go on. Not only that,
some even began to send curses and messages of war to all those
who dared to do it.
Some characters have covered their uniforms of stripes and
badges to gain power over people, sensitive to uniforms and roboant concepts. A lot of shape, little substance and a disconcerting
fragility characterize the walls of temples so badly equipped. But
the worst of all were those who, in the name of teaching, betrayed,
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separated, ruined relationships born with the noblest intentions.
We saw several disciples of Antonio pathetically moking his figure
to enjoy mere advantages of recognition, walking arm in arm with
lies, illusions and malicious feelings towards those who, until recently, they defined their brother. We have seen brave warriors of
yesteryear, bearers of truth and justice, losing vitality and strength,
posing as suburban bullies trying to prove their strength by going
to brawls in the taverns instead of fighting for their Lord, forgetting the impeccability of true knights. We have seen benevolent
and delicate handmaidens become serpentine carriers of slander,
adverse feelings and thoughts that stir up quarrels, clashes and separations.
Fortunately, we have also met those who, after having acquired
for several years a training from Antonio, have created their own
school or in any case their own system to transmit what they had
learned. Among these, someone has personalized the message and
the intent carrying out the teaching in his own way, without ignoring the heart of what had always characterized him, that is, the disinterested service to others.
A particular working condition...
Dedicating oneself to the path traced by Antonio, as in any serious Way, is certainly not simple. An inner journey that aims to
free the human being from his afflictions to bring him into contact
with his higher nature implies a constant and continuous work on
himself that doesn’t admit hypocrisy and lies. The request of a
teacher, on the other hand, is not to be perfect, but to be sincerely
willing to know and touch with hand the different tendencies and
energies that live within us, to overcome the sufferings that each
one keeps deeply in the secret galleries of his own soul.
The true illness of our times is in fact the suffering in which
every single human being finds himself, a suffering that is born
and lives within us and which, however, we tend to justify, nourish, take for granted, thus cultivating excellent reasons in support
of his existence. Antonio said in this regard:
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“All the concepts for which we must accept today’s suffering in
order to be happy tomorrow are a demonic lie. It is today that I
have to be happy, because that is how I will be happy tomorrow
and I can help others to be happy.”
For reasons that probably go beyond the possibility of being
exposed in this paper, we also feel the need and responsibility to
take care of the field sown by Antonio, following the directions he
has left and at the same time adapting them to the many new challenges that life presents.
By participating at this work of ancient origins, one soon realizes that the efforts that can be made independently, each on its
own, could never be sufficient. Among the participants gathered
around this generous table, it becomes immediately evident how
much one needs one another in order to know and help one another
in the difficult process of inner knowledge; the street companions
represent a fundamental opportunity to confront each other without
hesitation and to discover new aspects of themselves.
As Antonio’s wife told us not long ago:
“Antonio has always wished that some people might one day
learn to nurture sincere friendship among themselves, united by a
deep and fraternal affection and a firm intent in the Way.”
Walking together, in fact, should not coincide with just meeting
on the established days, and should never become a mere opportunity to vent one’s tensions with the excuse of showing the other his
mistakes. A group of people who do not meet for ordinary reasons
but who, on the contrary, are motivated by the desire to work on
themselves, should be animated by thoughts and feelings very different from those of everyday life, or at least they should fight relentlessly to achieve something different. In fact, we walk together
not so much to mitigate our loneliness, but because we feel the
need for fraternal and sincere help to allow the birth of conditions
that consent the experimentation of something new.
The higher influences we need and seek are inaccessible when
working alone with ordinary emotions and thoughts. A group
founded on the intent to pursue a real self-knowledge, needs an
uncommon feeling, a sense of connection and unity that helps to
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perceive the strong feeling of the concrete possibility to expand the
limits of one’s conscience. Without a group of friends founded on
such a perception, the necessary intensity cannot be reached.
The more united and conscious we are, the more we will have
the energy to resist the different types of unfavorable influences,
which will continually test our purpose, to fly so higher than them.
As it is evident in ancient and contemporary sciences, a group is
the result of a set of forces that cannot be assimilated to the sum of
its parts. What is unleashed among people who share the same feeling is something powerful, superior; an accelerator of experiences, knowledge and understanding, a means of expansion of consciousness.
The affection that is perceived in such a well-founded group is
neither personal nor reserved, rather seems to come to life and manifest itself as a benevolent creature, expanding, moving and offering generously - when it finds the presuppositions - its warmth
and strength. This is the feeling that we have had the good fortune
to experience on many occasions, meeting people with whom a
magnetic attraction and familiarity has been created. As friends
who have not met for a long time, we have understood that the
boundaries that separate us are indeed illusory, and that we often
have little foresight to believe that our own thoughts, emotions and
actions do not have a reverberation on the others. As the knots in a
network, we understand the responsibility we have towards others
as well as ourselves, and that if it is possible to go somewhere far,
we can only do so if we travel on a well-equipped means and if we
do it together.
... and the teaching continues
As evident from the author’s account, Antonio’s teaching is not
to be considered theoretical; he was never a Master sitting crosslegged ready to dispense pearls of wisdom and pills of common
sense: He has always avoided and discouraged people to have a vision of him to deify, not to run the risk of creating a distance, a
barrier that would not allow him to convey his message. His main
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instrument of teaching was in fact the example: every person who
lived by his side could draw from this inexhaustible source with
full hands, even observing the way in which he behaved at every
juncture of his life, a correct and effective example that only those
who know deeply the principles that govern life can use as a valuable training tool.
In following his path, we understood how practically everything
is aimed at understanding oneself, a fundamental step to proceed
along a path that does not bind to a temple, a mosque or a church,
nor to pursue as a hobby, such day at such hour. It becomes very
clear that serious research inevitably involves life in all its aspects,
and that it never stops.
The fact that the two of us, intimately connected to the author
and beneficiaries in first person of his experience, have never
known Antonio personally, amazes many people. Some have tried
to take advantage of this fact, considering it a shortcoming, to insinuate doubts about the teaching itself, our right to consider ourselves his students anyway and, ultimately, to discourage us from our
intention to continue along this path. Many have reminded us that
teaching without training is not possible. But what is the training if
not the practical acquisition of the key through which to decrypt
the messages of life, to respond to them in a creative and evolutionary way? Thanks to numerous facts, we have understood that Antonio’s training continues and has never ceased to do so, as long as
one is placed in the right interior predisposition.
Not at all discouraged by the fact that we did not enjoy his physical presence, we believe, along with many other people with
whom we share the wonder of his teachings, that we were fortunate enough to meet Antonio in another form, no less real than the
physical one, and the ways he uses to make us feel his closeness
will remain forever part of our most intimate and sacred secrets.
Like all the great Masters of history, we are sure that Antonio is
also continuing his mission; we hear him whispering his message
to all those who yearn to listen, and with great delicacy, we feel his
benevolent gaze upon us whenever we feel stricken or weary, as
well as his severity when we falter on issues that require our full
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attention. To all those who think that a teacher, having separated
himself from the physical body, ends his mission, we quote the
words of Jesus when he speaks to his disciples:
“I will not leave you orphans: I will come to you. Still a little
and the world will no longer see me; instead you will see me, because I live and you will live. In that day you will know that I am
in my Father and you in me and I in you. Who accepts my commandments and observes them, this is the one who loves me. Who
loves me will be loved by my Father and I too will love him and
manifest myself to him.” 13
Silvia and Denis

13

Gospel, Jn 14, 18-21.
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